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HEN I ſadly look upon 
V / the many Years I have al- 

ready liv'd, and ſpent in 
Idleneſs, or Recreations, or the Bu- 
ſineſs of this World, and conſider 
how few of them have been employ'd 


upon the great Concern of another, 


I cannot but wonder what 1 have 
been doing, and how I have ſpent {6 
great a Portion of my Time. 

Surely then *tis now at length high 
Time to conſider the End of my be- 
ing ſent hither, which was not thus 
eagerly to look after the Comforts 
and Enjoyments of the World, 
and ſet up my Reſt and Habi- 
tation here, but to fit my ſelf for 


for 
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for the eternal Enjoyment of m 
God Joy bn d 
When J take a ſerious View of my 
Life paſt, I cannot but wiſh (in- 
ſtead of Luxury and vain Delights) 
it had been all laid out in the ſincere 
Practice of Piety and Devotion. 
However, fince I have been hither- 
to careleſs in the Duties of Religion, 
and too ſhamefully negligent of that 
Happineſs Above, for which I was 
originally defign'd, I will now, before 
it be too late, endeavour, if poſſible, 
to retrieve the Loſs, and try if I can 
bid adieu to thoſe ſenſual Pleaſures, 
and worldly Trifles, which of them- 
ſelves will very ſhortly bid adieu to 
me. 


Retire therefore, O my Soul, from + i 


the buſy World, and employ thy 
ſelf about that for which thou wert 


created, viz. the Contemplation of y 


thy God. I will haſten to my Cloſer, 
or yonder ſolitary Walk, and there, 
ſequeſtred from the vexatious World, 
I will not ſuffer a ſingle Thought of 
it to approach me, unleſs by way of 
Pity and Contempt. The ware | 

and 
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and I are fallen out, and parted ; 
and methinks this ſolitary Place be- 
comes a baniſh'd Man, whoſe Com- 
pany is in no wiſe ſuitable to the 
greateſt Part of Mankind, and ſuch 
whoſe Humour and Gaiety agrees not 
with the Depth of Meditation, and 
the melancholly Proſpect of another 
World. 

How delightful is it, O my Soul, 
for thee to enjoy this ſweet Commu- 
nion with thy God, and thus to dwell 
upon divine Objects! I am here ſafe 
and at Reſt in this dear Place of 
Quiet, and earneſtly pity all the 
Men of Buſineſs and Hurry, whoſe 
Heads are full of perplexing Contri- 
vances to procure a little Happineſs 


in a World where there is no ſuch 


thing. 
O ye Kings and Emperors! did 


ye but conceive the ſpiritual Sweet- 


neſs of this devout Privacy, and the 
raviſhing Delights of theſe ſerene 


Hours of Contemplation, you wou'd 
quickly lay aſide your troubleſome 
| Greatneſs, and exchange your Gran- 
deur for the calm Delights of this 
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retir'd Silence, and inſtead of an 
ambitious Purſuit after Glory here, 
and the Enlargement of your Crowns, 
you would chooſe to meditate on the 
Greatneſs of a heavenly Kingdom, 
and the Glories of an immortal Crown. 

How pleaſant, O God, is this Re- 
tirement, where thou vouchſafeſt thy 
Preſence to crown the Delight, and 
reward my Baniſhment from the 
World ! Farewel then ye nauſeous 
and deceitful Pleaſures; farewel ye 
Riches, and all your alluring Trifles, 
ye ſhall no longer hold me, for I will 
break the Chains of my Slavery, and 
fly to my Redeemer, whoſe Invitati- 
ons I can no longer reſiſt, and whoſe 
embracing Arms are ſpread wide open 
to receive me. O bleſſed Freedom 
O charming Solitude! I will graſp 
you, I will hold you faſt, the De- 
lights of Silence and Retreat ! I will 
no more leave this my Canaan, for 
the Fleſh-Pots of Egypt: I am now 
happily eſcap'd from three cruel 
Task-maſters, the World, the De- 


vil, and the Fleſh; and {hallI return 


and be a Slave again ? Didſt thou 
ever, 
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ever, O my Soul, find that Calmneſs 
in the midſt of Buſineſs and Hurry; 
that Freedom in Quarrels and Vex- 
ation; that Complacency in Diſputes 
and Wranglings ; that Peace in Paſ- 
fions and Diſturbances, and, in a 
Word, that Quiet and Serenity in 
the noiſy World, which, in this 
cloſe Retreat, and in theſe raviſhing 


Contemplations do now entertain 


my delighted Thoughts? Here L 
can unburthen my Soul, and pour 
it out before my God. Here I can 
wreſtle with the Powers of Heaven, 
and not let them go till I have ob- 
tain'd a Bleſſing. Here I can confeſs 
my Sins, and with Hopes of Com- 
fort, lay open my troubled Breaſt 
before the merciful Hearer of my 
Prayers Here I can with the deep- 
eſt Humility implore his Pity, with 
my Cries call down his Mercy, and 
with my penitent 'Tears diſarm him, 
and diſpel the Storms of that Anger 
which would otherwiſe conſume me. 
Here I can clearly perceive the Po- 
verty of the Rich and Honourable, 
whoare buſy in exchanging their Sal- 
A 3 vation 
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vation for a Trifle. I can here di- 
veſt my ſelf of the Errors and falſe 
Lights that lead the Worldling into 
wrong Conceptions of a Life of Pi- 
ety and Humiliations, and can ea- 
ſily now perceive the real Happineſs 
of the deſpis'd Followers of the ſuf- 
fering Feſus. I can now diſcover 
more Beauty and Lovelineſs in pious 
Rags, than I could ever find in all 
the glittering Follies of the Proud. 
O ye bleſſed, ye retired Hours! 
why fly ye fo ſwift away? Why fo 
haſty ro be gone? Are ye then like 
other Pleaſures, ſhort and tranſient ? 


O that ye were eternal, that 1 might 


have my fill of Quietneſs, and be 


perperually thus ſequeſtred from the 
vain Converſe of buſy Men! But 


ſince theſe happy Hours, and my 


Life itſelf is ſo very ſhort, I will 


make the beſt of it, and employ it 
all in the Pleaſures of thinking and 
doing well. | 

O, my Lord, what need was there 


that thou ſhouldeſt command me to 


enter into my Cloſet ? The Delights 
which attend the Enjoyment of thee, 
my 
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my God, in private, and the Con- 
templations of thy Beauty, are ſurely 
inviting enough to oblige me not 
only to enter into my Cloſet, but to 
ſtay me there fix'd and unmov'd, and 
wholly taken up with thy Glories, 
O ye mighty Men, ye Rich, ye 


Honourable, ye Worldlings, all come 


hither and taſte but one Hour's En- 
joyment of a ſolitary Communion 
with the Almighty, and you will 
ſoon forſake your Glories, your Ti- 
tles, and all your earthly Intereſts, 
and quickly be enamour'd with the 
Lives of the retir'd Saints, who have 
wiſely left the Chaſe after Riches 
and Pleaſures here, to purſue immor- 
ral Crowns of Glory ready for them at 
the end of their ſhort and happy Race. 
Conſider, O my Soul, thy dear 
Redeemer in his forty Days Retire- 
ment in the Wilderneſs: He was 
tempted indeed, but he overcame, 
and how glorious was the Triumph ! 
The Angels came and miniſtred un- 
to him. "Twas a great Appearance, 
but he that forſakes the Converſati- 

on of the World jo a Companion onl 
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fit for Angels, whoſe Time is like 
his, employ'd in the Contemplation 
of their great Creator. Think upon 
thy Saviour, O my Soul, when he 
went up into a Mountain by himſelf 
to pray, and continued all Night in 
Prayer to God. Here was my Lord in 
Solitude : He choſe the private Re- 
ceſſes of a Mountain to offer up his 
Prayer to his Father, that heareth 
in Secret. What ſacred Guſts of a 
high Devotion inſpired his heavenly 
Soul in his Retirement? Where, ſe- 
cure from the officious Crowd of Ad- 
mirers, and the diſturbing World, 
he cou'd more freely enjoy the bleſſed 
Preſence of the Deity, and an unin- 
- terrupted Converſe with his Father 
and bleſſed Spirit. 

What lively and ſenſible Enjoy- 
ments of God's Preſence, O my Soul, 
have bleſſed the Solitudes of retir'd 
Saints! Thus devout and heavenly 
Daniel ; thus fervent Peter; thus 
Jobn the beloved Diſciple of my 
Lord ; thus all the inſpired Prophets, 
Apoſtles, and bleſſed Saints and Her- 
mits, were taken up with Viſions of 

Glory, 
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Glory, and Scenes of their future 
Happineſs, even before they put on 
Immortality. 
How delightful and ardent were 

the Raptures? How bleſſed, how 
comfortable were the Communicati- 
ons of God, which entertain'd their 
heavenly Souls in their private Medi- 

tations, and retir'd Prayers? How 

diſtant where they from the Spirit of 
the World, whilſt they neglected. 
and deſpiſed the Grandeur of it, to 

meditate and converſe with their 

God in private? But their Labour 
was not Loſs; for no ſooner had they 
abandon'd the World, but God re- 
quited them with Fore-taſts of. the 
Joys above, and ſent them an Earn- 
eſt of thoſe unutterable Glories which 
they now enjoy. O great Reward of 
Solitude! may I be ever thus ſeclu- 
ded from the World, and pretended 
Happineſs of it, ſo I might enjoy a 
cloſe and vigorous Communion with. 
my dear Redeemer ! 

What is there upon Earth, O my 

Soul, that may tempt thee to forgo - 
this welcome Privacy, and the Hap- 
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pineſs which I here enjoy from the 
Converſation of the World? What- 
ever Company I come into, the uſual 
Subject of the Diſcourſe is trifling 
and empty. The Time's thrown 
away about News, and idle Surmiſes 
of Men; about the State, or about 
a dull Diſcourſe of improving Wealth, 
and all the ſordid Maxims of heaping 
up, and becoming rich here, and for 
ever miſerable hereafter. The Men 
of Pleaſure ſhall have a long Ha- 
rangue about the Sport to whichthey 
are moſt addicted, and pleaſe them- 
ſelves with a Deſcription of the Plea- 
ſure which takes up moſt of that 
Time, that, God knows, was given 
them for another End. Our La- 
dies and Men of Gallantry ſhall 
talk very eagerly of the neweſt Fa- 
ſhions, and loudly boaſt of their own 
Impertinencies. Alas! they are all 
out of the Way: None of all this, 
O my Soul, will bring thee nearer to 


thy God: Come not then into their 


Secret, unto their Aſſembly mine Ho- 
zour be not thou united, 


Now | 
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Now can Men that have any 
Thought of Heaven, and the bleſſed 
Manſions there, that have Souls great 


and noble enough to converſe with 
A 


and God himſelf, can _y 
ſtoop to ſach Converſation, fi 

Company, ſuch Diſcourſe as this ? 
And yet this is y ſuch as the 
World affords. Take it then ye 
Worldlings, and hold it faſt ; I'll rob 
you of none of it, but from this 
Moment I retire to my Cloſet, and 
my God, and thence I baniſh you, 
all ye earthly Thoughts, and charge 
ye not to diſturb my Soul in hea- 


venly Converſe, in her Contempla- 


tions of the Saints above, and the 
Folly and the Madneſs of the World 
below. - 5 
Dear Saviour, how diſtant from 
the Truth are Mens ions of 
the retir d Followers of thy Life, and 
of thy Croſs, as if they led an uſeleſs 
and inſignificant Life, and paſs'd 


away their Time without any Bene- 


fit to the World ? But are the Pray- 
ers, and daily Interceſſions of theſe 
heavenly Recluſes no ways * 

cia 
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cial to the Jud s of God from 
conſuming the careleſs World for its 
Iniquities ? Take them out of their 
Cells and Oratories, and ſee if they 
are not diſpoſed to the Practice of the 
ſevereſt, and the moſt heroick Ver- 
tues of the Chriſtian Life. None tri- 
umph over Afflictions with a nobler 
Courage; none deſpiſe the Croſſes 
and Hardſhips of the ſevereſt Trials, 
or 3 the Miſeries of Poverty, 
and all the Difficulties of the Crob, 
with a more primitive Zeal, than 
theſe conſtant Followers of their ſuf- 
fering Lord. Great Saints on Earth! 
how happy 
How dear in the Sight of God are 
your Tears of Penitence, and the 
ſolitary Sighs with which you pierce 
the mercitul Pars of that Saviour 
whoſe Steps ye follow, and with 
whom ye daily converſe? O that I 
might be admitted a Partner in your 
holy Solitude! that 1 might have 
Grace to reach the celeſtial Contem- 
p/ations that entertain your aſpiring 
Sculs ! How glad, O God, ſhould 1 
be to be infſpir'd, if not with their 

| pro- 
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profound Piety and happy Employ- 
ments, yet at leaſt with a due Reve- 
rence to theſe bleſſed Saints? If I 
cannot ſoar up to their Perfections, 
let me, however, with the humble 
Woman in ſacred Writ, be a Servant 
to waſh the Feet of the Servants of 
my Lord. 


The PRAYER. 


O My God, let the Conſideration 
of the Emptineſs of Pleaſures, 
the Troubles and Miſery of Riches, 
and the Shortneſs and Vanity of all 
Things in the World, inſpire me with 
due Contempt of all Enjoyments here 
below; and make me ever fly theſe 
Hindrances to a Life of Holineſs and 
Vertue, that I may with the greater 
Freedom enjoy thee, O my God, in 
meditating on thy PerfeCtions, and 
thy Glories: Let me, deareſt Jeſus, 
have thoſe Influences of thy bleſ- 
ſed Spirit in my Retirements, that I 
may at laſt grow wholly weary of the 
World, and then fix my Thoughts 
upon that heavenly Kingdom, where 

2 true 
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true Pleaſures, fulneſs of Riches, and 
laſting Honours are only to be met 
withal ; whither let thy Mercy ſpee- 
dily bring me, that I may be ſatiſ- 
fied with the Fulneſs of thy Preſence, 
and meditate for ever on thy 
Perfections, joining with all the glo- 
rious Attendants on thy Throne in 
endleſs Songs of thy cternal Praiſes. 
Amen. 


r 
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INCE then, my Soul, thou haft 
10 left the World, and ſettled thy 
Delight upon this heavenly Solitude, 
let us now contemplate on thy Sa- 
viour, and conſider the Wonders of 
his adorable Love. For what can 
be more apt to raiſe my aſpiring 
Thoughts above the World, or add 
to the Delights of this dear Retire- 
ment, than the Contemplation of 
divine Charity, and the immenſe 
Love by which I have been redeem- 
ed, and hope hereafter to be ſaved ? 
Sure ſuch Love as this is worth 
thinking 

I 


done Parents, 
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thinking on, and Gratitude as well 
as Pleaſure ſhould enflame my Soul 
with a Deſire to meditate on the 
aſtoniſhing Love of the Saviour of 
the World: But where ſhall I begin? 
I doubt I have undertaken a Task 
too mighty for me, for his Love was 
from Eternity, and had no Beginning: 
However I will venture to contem- 
plate the dear Affection of my Lord, 
who will pardon the Defects of my 
groveling Thoughts; for they can 
never reach the leaſt Act, much leſs 
the Eternity, of his Love. 

See, O my Soul, the fatal Effect 
of the Tempter's Malice! Lo, the 
forbidden Fruit is down, tis eaten, 
and we are paſt Recovery! See the 
pale, the ghaſtly Looks of thy un- 
how the guilty Re- 
bels fly the Face of their offended 
Maker! What haſt thou done? ſays 
their angry God, and then de- 
nounced their diſmal Sentence, which 
condemns them firſt to Baniſhment, 
and then to Death. But is there not 
a Remedy, is there not a Reprieve? 
Muſt the Doom be irreverſible, and the 

Death 
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Death eternal? Is there no Favourite 
in the Court of Heaven to intercede 
and ſtave off the Anger of their of- 
fended Lord? Muſt our Blood, muſt 
our Lives pay for this Offence ? And 
muſt the Juſtice of God be fatisfied 
for this Contempt and Violation of 
of his great Command ? 'There muſt, 
I ſee there muſt be a bloody Sacri- 
fice; but then where is the Lamb for 
a Burnt-offering? See yonder, O my 
Soul, turn thy Eyes to the great 
Court of Heaven, ſee there the Dei- 

ty its ſelf ſuing out thy Pardon ! 
Bebold the Lamb there that taketh 
away the Sins of the whole World / 
The very King himſelf whom thou 
haſt contemned, the King whoſe 
Command was violated, will not only 
_ ſeal thy Pardon, but to redeem thee, 
and ſatisfy offended Juſtice, will ſub- 
ject himſelf to Sufferings and Death. 
It is determined, O my Soul, that the 
Second Perſon in the Glorious God- 
head ſhould leave his Throne and 
Kingdom, to take upon him both 
the Guilt and dreadful Puniſhment 
of thy Sins. O my God! O Sacred 
Trinity! 
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Trinity ! O Mercy its ſelf, unbound- 
ed Mercy! will God himſelf come 
down and die? Will no meaner an 
Offering be accepted? Will not an 
Angel's, not the beloved Gabriels 
Blood (ſhould he take our Nature 
on this great Occaſion) yea will not 
the Incarnation and Death of the 
whole Hoſt of Heaven attone for 
this? But muſt God himſelf come 
down and bleed? Ye Angels, ye 
bleſſed Seraphims, and all the glo- 
rious Spirits above, why do ye not 
offer to redeem the Redeemer of the 
World ? Why do ye not all deſire to 
become Fleſh and Blood, and then 
it out on ſo many Croſſes, ra- 

ther than to ſuffer God to become a 
Sacrifice to himſelf? O my Soul! it 
muſt not be; an Angel, yea all the 
Heavenly Choir are too mean for this 
mighty Work, they are ſcarcely able 
ſo much as to penetrate into this 
grand Myſtery of thy Redemption. 
Since then, dear Saviour of the ruin- 
ed World, its thy Pleaſure, and thy 
Love, thus to appeaſe the Wrath of 
God, O ſuffer me to contemplate, to 
| admire 
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admire thy Love; that Love which 


leave his bleſſed Seat of Glory, and 
has placed him in the wretched 
World, and here his whole Life was 
Love ; he went about doing Good, 
1. e. he went about doing Acts of 
Love; how full of divine Charity 
was the firſt Appearance of his hea- 
venly Life in Publick ? From that 


Time Jeſus began to preach, ſaying, 


Repem, for the Kingdom of Heaven 


is at Hand; thus to warn the fleepy 
World, and ſnatch it from its ap- 
proaching Ruin, was the firſt and 
main Concern of my Lord, and was 
the tendereſt Inſtance of a God-like 
Love, Repent, for the Kingdom of 
Heaven is at Hand. O dead, O 
ſtupid World! I have left yonder 
high Regions of Bliſs on purpoſe 
to warn you, and to turn away the 
impending Vengeance of my offend- 
ed Father; ſlight not then my Kind- 
neſs, but repent, if not for fear nd 
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his Diſpleaſure, yet at leaſt in re- 
quital of my Love. 

The next Account of thy Lord, 
O my Soul, is his Preaching on the 
Mount; where we find him buſy in 
inſtructing his Followers in the Pra- 
ctice of Divine Love, with which 
he concludes his holy Sermon there ; 
Love your Enemies ; do good to them 
that hate you. This was the true Spi- 
rit of Love indeed; and we may well 
obey this holy Precept, O my Lord, 
ſince thou ſer ſuch an Example, 
and haſt been ſo exact a Pattern in 
the higheſt Acts of Love to thy moſt 
bitter Enemies. | 

Thou didſt cure Diſeaſes; thou 
didſt caſt out Devils; thou didſt ex- 
hort, and with the greateſt Earneſt- 
neſs intreat Sinners to be ſaved; thou 
didſt call down Bleſfings, and avert 
Judgments, and all this for thy Mur- 
therers! This was ſuch Love, as thou 
thy Self art the firſt Example of fince 
the World began: 'To give Sight to 
the Blind, Hearing to the Deaf, 
Strength and Soundneſs to the Diſ- 
eaſed, and Comfort to the Aﬀicted, 


were 
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were the daily Acts of his boundlets 
Love: 'T his, my Soul, was the Life of 
God; thus was his Love manifeſted 
before the great and dreadful In- 
ſtance of it at his Death, which thou 
art now to reflect upon, for it is near. 
What tender Rhethorick does the 
Heavenly Jeſus uſe to perſwade his 
Diſciples to a mutual Love, from the 
Conſideration of his own ? Love one 
another as I loved you. As the Father 
loved me, ſo have I loved you; conti- 
wie ye in my Love. And again, 
This is my Commandment, that ye 
Love one another as I have loved you 

Thus earneſt was my dear Redeemer 
to remind his Followers of the Great- 
neſs of his Love, before he left them 
and finiſh'd his mighty Work upon 
the Croſs. 

Come then, my Soul, draw near 
and conſider the Agonies of thy Sa- 
viour's Love, when he endured the 
Weight of his Father's Anger, to the 
Death, to purchaſe for thee a Crown 
of — 

Behold, Judas approaches with a 
Kiſs of — to betray his God; 

certainly, 
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certainly, my Lord, thou canſt not 
but reſent this, as an unnatural Baſe- 
neſs in thine own Diſciple, thus to 
murther thee with a Kiſs; yes, my 
Soul, ſee how the Lord reſents this 
horrid Affront to his ſacred Perſon ; 
and Feſus ſaid unto him, Friend, 
wherefore art thou come ? O, my 
Lord, didſt thou vouchſafe to call 
him Friend, after ſuch Uſage at his 
bloody Hands ? Did he indeed de- 
ſerve ſuch an endearing Word from 
thy ſacred Lips, whilſt he was em- 
ployed in ſo black a Piece of Trea- 
chery ? After this, heavenly Peter, 
encouraged by a haity Zeal, wound- 
ed one of thoſe that came to ſeize 
his Lord; but the Love of Jeſus 
was as great as Peter's Zeal, and 
quickly healed the Wound. Such an 
Example of divine Pity might have 
ſtopt the Fury of the Crowd ; But 
theſe are only Preliminaries to the 
great and dreadful Scene of Love 
which follows. 

For my Lord is hurried away to 
the Court, and there amidſt all the 
Indignities of an inſolent Rabble, his 

tender 
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tender Love and Meekneſs were as 
conſpicuous as their Malice; for he 
ſuffered himſelf to be led as a Lamb 
to the Slangbhter; and as a Sheep be- 
fore the Sheerers is dumb, ſo opened 
be not bis Month. | 

Aſcend, O my Soul, to Golgotha, 
the fatal Mount of Love; go thither 
with thy condemned Lord ; for be- 
hold they now lead him to the diſ- 
mal Place, to try if the Proſpect of 
a cruel Death can wear away his Pa- 
tience, and tire out his Love. O, my 
God, whither will thy Love carry 
thee? Haſt thou not then already 
given ſufficient Tokens of thy en- 
dearing Kindneſs 'to the Sons of 
Men? But muſt thou ftill go on to 
ſuffer the Tortures of a bitter Death, 
to convince us of it? 

The farther 1 aſcend in this ama- 
zing Conſideration of thy Love to 
the ungrateful World, the more does 
the Wonder crowd in upon my full 
charged 'Thoughts. O the Burthen 
of thy Love. Give, O God, give a 
ſuitable Capacity to my labouring 
Thoughts, or I ſhall be ay 
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and quickly loſt in the Contem- 
plations of thy Love, in thy dolo- 
rous Paſſion. See, my raviſhed Soul, 
thy Lord is even now appeaſing the 
dreadful Anger of the Deity, and re- 
conciling his offended Father to the 
ſinful World! See his very Poſture 
on the Croſs, is a lively Repreſenta- 
tion of his Love; his Arms are there 
extended forth, if the faſtning Nails 
would but ſuffer him and give ſcope 
to the Fervour of his Love! Behold 
the Streams of Love trickle down the 
precious Wounds, and he is now 
bleeding out his Love at his Hands 
and his pierced Feet! The Shuices 
of God's Love are open; ſtick faſt, 
ſtick cloſe, my thirſty Soul, to theſe 
deep Wounds of attractive Love! 
Take in the precious Juice, and let 
none fall aſide! Embrace, embrace 
thy bleeding Lord, and expire with 
him in an Act of Love! Ye ſcarlet 
Drops of my Redeemer's Love, di- 
ſtil upon my Soul! Let me here be 
fixed under theſe dear Wounds, O 
my God! For the Contemplation of 
this Love is Heaven, tis Heaven, 
and 
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and I will have no other! Retreat, 
O my Soul, in time retreat, and truſt 
thy ſelf no longer to the Heat with 
which this Wonder doth inſpire thee. 
A deep Contemplation of God's Love 
upon the Croſs, will end in a paſſio- 
nate Ferment of amazing 'Thoughts. 
A too near Approach to his flaming 
Love, will (with the Zeal of fervent 
David) burn thee up. Since then, 
my Lord and my God, thy Love in 
theſe thy Sufferings is ſo great, that 
I durſt not preſume to reach it by 
Expreſſion, let me ever admire it 
with a due Terror, and a filent Re- 
verence. O dleſſed Thief upon 
the Croſs, who didſt partake of the 
Bounty of his dying Love, This Day 
ſhalt thou be with me in Paradiſe / 
The bitter Pains he felt; the Re- 
proaches and Diſturbance of the 


clamorous Multitude; the Shame of 


his ignominious Sufferings, and all 
the diſmal Circumſtances of Horror 


that did ſurround his dejected Soul, 
could not ſtop the Force of his Love 


to this bleſſed Convert; Father for- 
give them, for they kiow not what 
they do. How 
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How diffuſed is the Love of Fe- 
ſus? For us to forgive an Injury, 
tho' done by chance, is accounted 
Great and Generous ; but to forgive 
that which is done out of Spight and 
Malice, is the Top of P ion, 
and but few do reach it. But theſe 
Murtherers were ſuch as had before 
taſted of the Love of Chriſt, and 
yet they requite him with a cruel 
and infamous Death ; but neither the 
Thoughts of this, nor the Smart of 
his wounded Body, no nor yet the 
Continuance of their Malice, could 
hinder his amazing Love from in- 
treating his Father in behalf of theſe 
bloody Wretches. Hence learn, my 
Soul, to imitate this high Pattern of 
thy Saviour's Love, in forgiving the 
utmoſt Injuries of thy bitter Ene- 
mies. But now behold my Lord ex- 
pires, but is his Life finiſh'd? Yes, 
O my Soul, the Life indeed of thy 
Lord is finiſh'd, but not his Love : 
O boundleſs Love, that dies not with 
the Lover! God is dead; but lo, he 
revives, and is quick and vigorous as 
ever; for conſider, O my Soul, the 

B tender 
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tender Care and Expreſſions of his 
Love: After his glorious Reſurrection 
from the Grave, he aſſured his Diſ- 
ciples, that be would not leave them 
comfortleſs; and he ſeems in haſt to 
perform it, in the midſt of a ſorrow- 
ful Aſſembly he appears, and imme- 
diately bleſſes them with a tender Sa- 
lutation of his Love; Peace be unto 
von; as my Father hath ſent me, ſo 
ſend I yon; and then he breathed on 


them, and ſaid unto them, Receive 


ye the Holy Ghoſt; whoſe Sins ye re- 
mit, they are remitted, &c. O bleſ- 
ſed Apoſtles of the Son of God, who 
had the Spirit of his Love thus ſhed 
abroad on their enlarged Hearts! O 
happy Chriſtian World ! happy in- 
deed, if not I How great 
was this Love of your Redeemer, to 
leave this Power with the Miniſters 
of his Love, to abſolve their peni- 
tent Souls from the Burthen of thoſe 
Sins which would render you Objects 
of eternal Sufferings ! 
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The PRAYER. 


O God my Saviour and my Lord, 
grant, I beſeech thee, that the 
Contemplations of thy dear Love 
may ever inſpire my inflamed Heart 
with the moſt zealous Return of Love 
to thee my God, and with the moſt 
fervent Charity to all the Members 
of thy holy Church, whether they 


are my Friends or my cauſeleſs Ene- 


mies. O let me never by the Coldneſs 
of my Aﬀection to my Neighbours 
and Fellow-Chriſtians, make me un- 
worthy of that Love of thine which 
has now employed my Meditations ; 
and ſince without Charity, no other 
Virtue or religious Duty is accep- 
table in thy Sight, let it be my daily 
Exerciſe to attain it, that at length 
I may be a perfect Proficient in the 
School of Love, and my humble 
Soul may breath out nothing elſe, 
that no Provocations or Affronts of 
the moſt wilful Malice may ever ſtir 


up in me the Spirit of Revenge, or 


abate my Charity ; but let this ce- 
B 2 leſtial 
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leſtial Fire of heavenly Love ever 
burn in my fervent Breaſt u 
Earth, till tis perfected at laſt in the 


bleſſed Regions of eternal Love. 


Amen. 


— — 
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to a 
are above? I know thou canſt never 


my Soul? Why thus fearful 


with the utmoſt Elevation of hy 


Thoughts, reach the leaſt of thoſe 
Joys which it never entered into the 
Heart of Man to conceive: An in- 
ſpired Apoſtle has confeſſed his In- 
capacity to deſcribe them ; much 
leſs can it ever be expected that 1, 
with this earthly Tabernacle about 


me, ſhould raiſe my Meditation ſo 


high, as to ſhadow out the ſmalleſt En- 
joyment of that Kingdom of eternal 
Glory. I will entertain myſelf how- 
ever (tho' at this mighty Diſtance) 


with a Proſpect of the heavenly Ca- 


naan ; and as far as my ſhallow Ca- 
pacity 


HY art thou ſo timerous, O O 


ch the darling Glories that 
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acity gives me leave, will enjoy 
— 42 Land before my En- 
trance thither. Mount then, my 
Soul, and winged with thy moſt 
aſpiring Thoughts, take thy Flight to 
the Borders of Glory, and thence 
look down with Pity on the rich 
and honourable Worms below ! 
Where am I, O my Soul? Into 
what Paradiſe haſt rhou brought me? 
Surely this is none other than the 
Houſe, even the Palace of God! O 
the Brightneſs, the glorious Luſtre 
of this Place! this is doubtleſs the 
heavenly City, into which the di- 
vine and beloved Apoſtle was taken, 
and which he ſaw, and has deſcribed 
in his great Viſion of revealed Glo- 
ries. What he myitically ſpoke of 
the flouriſhing Church on Earth, be- 
longs to this glorious Place without 
a Figure; here needs no Candle, nor 
the Light of the Sun ; for the leaſt 
of all theſe numerous Spirits here, is 
bright enough to enlighten a whole 
World of Egyptian Darkneſs: If the 
fpacious Sky were covered, from one 
End to the other, with the brighter 
B 3 Stars, 
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Stars, and every Star were a thou- 
ſand times bigger, more clear and 
ſparkling than ever yet was ſeen, this 
would indeed be a glorious Sight ; 
but yet it all comes, beyond Ex 
ſhort of the Beauties of the loweſt 
Manſion in this heavenly Kingdom. 
Behold the Splendour of the Throne 
of God: 


But retreat, my Soul, to the Con- 


templation of the other Glories here, 
more ſuitable to thy weak and daz- 
led Faculties. Preſume not too far, 
nor dwell too long upon this tremen- 
dous Object. Thou wilt be quickly 
loſt here; retire therefore and ap- 
proach not too near this awful Seat 
of Glory, about which thou ſeeſt 
there the diſtant Angels lie proſtrate 
in the humbleſt Poſtures of Reſpect 
and Fear. 

O my Soul! what blefſed Compa- 


ny is this? Here are Millions of An- 
gel-like Spirits, no leſs brighter and 
glorious than the Sun. Seraphims, 


Arch-angels, Patriarchs! O glorious 

Hoſt of Heaven! how raviſhing is 

this great Society! how yn 
eac 
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each Angel-like Look appears! What 
acute and piercing Rays of Glory 
dart from each flaming Countenance 
in this ſacred Crowd! Ye illuſtrious 
Kings, crown'd Emperors of Glory, 
how dazling is your Luſtre! how high 
and incxprefhible is this celeſtial 
Grandeur: | 

O ye noble Army of Martyrs! I 
congratulate your Sufferings here, 
and your immortal Crowns, the great 
Rewards of Blood and Tortures. 
There! ſee O my Soul, behold the il- 
luſtrious Crown of Martyrdom on 
the ſacred Head of heavenly Stephen, 
their bleſſed Martyr! How happy 
wert thou to ſubmit to that encircled 
Head of Glory, to be here bruiſed 
and mangled by the ſharp and bloody 
Stones? Behold, there ſtands, there 
ſings the glorified Iſaiab, ſhining 
among the firſt and higheſt Order of 
bleſſed Spirits Great Prophet ! thou 
wert here cruelly ſawn aſunder, yet 
not thou, but thy Body only, and lo! 
now thy Abaſement and bloody Suf- 
ferings are turned into Triumphs of 
the higheſt Splendor. Thou didſt 
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purchaſe that eternal Diadem, at the 
eaſy Price of a holy Life, and a few 
Hours of Torture at thy Death. O 
happy Exchange! O eaſy Purchaſe 
of everlaſting Life! How welcome 
would my Sufferings be, if Men 
ſhould take my Body too, this ſinful 
Carcaſs, away to Flames, Racks, Tor- 
tures, any thing, ſo I might at length 
enter theſe heavenly Manſions of end- 
leſs Happineſs, and be admitted to 
the great Society of this Army of 
God? O Life, how tedious, how 
long and burthenſome art thou to 
me, that ſeriouſly think upon the 
Joys of Heaven! Well might St. 
Paul, after his Rapture into the third 
Heaven, breath out his paſſionate 
Deſire to depart, and be with Chrift 
for ever. 

O ye glorious Company of Apo- 
ſtles ! = who here ſpent both 
your Time and your Selves in the 
divine Labours of converting 'Souls 
to God; how great is your Reward 
in Heaven! where ye now enjoy the 
Company of ſo many bleſſed Con- 
verts, whom you preach'd into theſe 

Regions 
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Regions of Bliſs and endleſs Happi- 
neſs: How well have you fu] A 
your Courſe, and kept the Faith © And 
how well are you rewarded with the 
promiſed Crown of Righteouſneſs, 
before laid up for you, and now en- 
joy'd by you? Holy Peter, how no- 
ble and god-like is this great Re- 
compence of thy Zeal in the Service 
of thy dear Lord, whoſe Praiſes thou 
art now ſetting forth in unutterable 
Songs of Joy and Gladneſs? Thou 
didſt deny bim indeed, but thou didit 
alſo weep bitterly, and now thou art 
ſecure both from Sinning and Weep- 
ing for ever. 

O ye goodly Fellowſhip of the Pro- 
phets/ myſterious, awful and ma- 
jeſtick are the ſacred Volumes which 
you left behind you! But how much 
greater” and more excellent do theſe 
inſpired Songs of Praiſes and Halle- 
lujahs ſeem to be, which now-em- 
ploy your happy Eternity? You were 
on Earth bleſſed with heavenly. Viſi- 
ons of God, but now you ſee him as 
he is. If the Antepaſt of theſe Joys 
were ſo divine and raviſhing, how 

= $ - incon- 
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inconceivable are the Delights of the 


Feaſt itſelf 2 Thy Dungeon, great 


Jeremy, is here turned into a glorious 


Praiſes, Songs of the higheſt Ardour, 
and heavenly Guſts of ine xpreſſible 
Delight. 

O ye ſacred Prieſts of God! you 
who lived up to the Rules of 
your great and holy Function, how 

are theſe Wages for your un- 
wearied Labours in your Maſter's 
Vineyard ? How happy for you were 
the Contempt and Reproaches of the 
ſenſual World ? How dearly kind 
and friendly was the Scorn and In- 
ſolencies with which you were treat- 
ed here below? For they have occa- 
fioned theſe great Rewards of their 
Pains and Sufferings, that Glory 
which you there enjoy with the eter- 
nal Prieſt, from w you received 
both your Gifts and ſacred Orders: 
O that I might have this certain Cha- 
rater of the true Embaſſador of 
God! that I might thus be made for 
ever Happy, by being exerciſed * 

= 


Palace, and thy Lamentations into 
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the daily Contempts and Abuſes of 
the inſolent and haughty World. 

O ye primitive Saints, and holy 
Followers of the Croſs! whoſe Cou- 
rage and Conſtancy in the Faith, 
ſtemmed the Tide of the molt bitter 
Sufferings; whoſe Zeal reſiſted unto 
Blood, and bravely triumph'd over 
the exquiſite Crueltics of heathen 
Emperors, and the moſt bloody Ty- 


rants. How highly now are your de- 


vout and holy Lives, and your ſharp- 
eſt Per ſecutions required there with 
thoſe Glcries that encouraged you to 
an unwearied Perſeverance in your 
Profeſſion? You were indpired with 
Conſtancy to your holy Principles, 
by the Hopes of that very Reward 
which now crowns all your Sufferings 
with Victory and everlaſting Tri- 
umphs. 


O ye bleſſed Poor! and ye that 


were contemptible in the World! 
O happy Lazarus, whoſe Sorcs and 
Ulcers here, were loath'd and ſcorn'd 
by the Rich and Wealthy | Thy 
Condition was deſpiſed here below, 
for thy Coffers were empty of Mo- 
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ney, and thou didſt want homely 
Crumbs to ſatisfy thy craving Sto- 
mach: But, O God, what a Change 
is there! Hail, thou great Saint of 
eternal Riches and Crown of Glory ! 
great Favourite of Heaven in Abra- 
bam's Boſom ! how am J filled with 
the deepeſt Reſpect of thy Glories ! 
Not more earneſt was the Rich Man's 
damn'd Soul in its Cries for a Drop 
of Mercy to relieve him in his burn- 
ing Miſeries, than I am to think of 
thy eternal Splendour with the moſt 
ardent Wiſhes, that I may undergo 
thy deſpiſed Condition here, and feel 
all the Miſery of thy ſmarting Sores, 
to be at length rewarded with the 
leaſt Part of that Happineſs wherein 
thou triumpheſt there beyond the 
Reach of Malice or Contempt. 


Hail, all the deſpiſed Pollowers of 


the Poverty of Jeſus “ he had no 
Eſtate, he had no Purchaſe on Earth, 
not a Hole wherein to lay bis ſacred 
Flead. In this you were like your 
ſuffering Lord ; for your Treaſures 
were in Heaven, where you now en- 
joy them with an Aſſurance of an 

| everlaſting 
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everlaſting Poſſeſſion ; you are now 
no longer Heirs, but actual Inheri- 
ters of that Kingdom of inexpreſſible 
Wealth, from whence he himſelf has 
utterly debarred all that are encum- 
bered with Riches here, and place 
their Security and Reliance on them. 
What divine Melody is this, O my 
Soul, which thus charms my raviſh'd 
Thoughts? What vigorous Echoes 
of Joy unexpreſſible are theſe I hear? 
Theſe can be none other than the 
Voices of Angels. O the Fervour 
of this Joy! as if their heavenly 
Breaſt were unable to contain the 
flaming Zeal within. Lo, how they 
break forth into the moſt ardent Ex- 
preſſions, and patherick Hallelujahs 
to your Creator's Glory! Hark! what 
heavenly Song is this I hear! Holy, 
Holy, Holy, Lord God Almighty ! 
which was, which is, and is to come. 
Bleſſing, Honour, Power, and Glory 
be unto him that fitteth upon the 
Throne, aud to the Lamb for ever aud 

ever 
Glorious Pſalmiſts! how inexpreſ- 
ſibly glad ſhould I be to bear a Part in 
| your 
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your celeſtial Confort? O my ra- 
viſh'd Senſes! I cannot, I cannot 
bear the Delights and Tranſports of 
theſe eternal Hymns, even in a di- 
ſtant Contemplation ! This continu- 
al Singing, and endleſs Praiſes, fill 
the joyful Place, and the whole ce- 
leſtial Palace reſounds with the Lauds 
and Glories of its King, whoſe en- 
lightning Preſence adds to the divine 
Harmony of ſinging ny ; the 
tuneful Fervours of each ſingle Spi- 
rit here, is far beyond the higheſt 
Attempts of the moſt skilful Artiſts 
in this World. How ſweet then, O 
how dear and raviſhing muſt ſo many 
Thouſands of theſe ſeraphick Voices 
be, all join'd together, and conſpiring 
in their united Praifes and Thankſ- 
giving to the ever ſacred Tri- 
nity, the adorable Godhead on the 
Throne? But that, O my Soul! 
which crowns all my Happineſs is, 
that 'tis all eternal, and ſhall laſt for 
ever and ever. Let me conſider what 
Eternity is; it is for ever. Here I 
muſt ſtop, for 1 am already puzzled, 
and can £o no farther: Come and 

help 


I 
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help me then all ye Arithmeticians 
that are throughout the World: 
Meet all together, and fall to reck- 
oning up the Years, the Ages of 
Eternity. Continue the Work, and 
ply it with the utmoſt Diligence till 
ye all die, and there be not a Man 
of you left to number any more. 


Now let your innumerable Figures 


( if poſſible) be all join'd together, 
and caſt up by the ſucceeding Age : 
Nay, it cannot be done, there's no 
caſting up this immenſe Sum. But 
if it could be done, and all their 
Figures were put together, and the 
total Sum caſt up, yet they have 
been all this while labouring in vain, 
and have not advanced one Step to 
Eternity ; Eternity will not be one 
Moment nearer to an End after alt 
theſe Years were paſt and gone. Ye 
Angels of God, your Capacities are 
large, and your Apprehenſions wide 
and capacious, beſides, you are in 
the actual Poſſeſſion of this bleſſed 
Eternity; tell me therefore what it 
is, let your happy Experience prompt 
you to a ready Anſwer to this ab- 

ſtruſe 
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ſtruſe Queſtion, what is Eternity ? 
and how long ſhall it laſt? Alas 
they all ſtand ſilent; the Queſtion is 
beyond their Reach ; they cannot 
perform Impoſſibilties, therefore they 
can never aſſign any End to Eternity, 
becauſe it has none. O Eternity! 
myſterious Eternity ' How great, 
and beyond all Apprehenſion art 
thou? How dearly welcome to the 
bleſſed: Saints in Glory? How de- 
firable art thou, and yet how little 
thought of? Well may'ſt thou, O 
my Soul, deſpiſe the dying Pleaſures 
here, and breathe after the Joys 
above, Joys ſo deſirable as to know 
no End, never to be at a Concluſion, 
but be always beginning, always con- 
tinuing even for ever and ever! 
So happy indeed is this Life of Glo- 
ry, that a whole Age of Torments 
here, would be well employ ' d in the 
purchaſing the Enjoyment of one 
Day, one Hour in thoſe bleſſed 
Regions. How well then is a Life 
of the ſtricteſt Purity laid out in the 
Purſuit of this Happineſs, not for 
a Day, nor an Hour, but for an 
end- 
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endleſs Eternity? I might endea- 
vour, O my Soul, to ſhadow forth 
the Excellency of this Life eternal, 
by conſidering what it is to live thus 
happy for ten thouſand Millions of 
Ages, or ſome ſuch Trifle : But 
think what I can; add never fo 
many Millions to the Heap, it all 
ſignifies nothing; for there's no 
Compariſon, no Proportion, none at 
all : In a word, it has no End; I 
can think no farther ; and if Icould 
attempt a farther Deſcription of 
infinite Eternity, I ſhould but wan- 
— in the Dark till I loſt my 
elt 

Thus bleſſed, and thus long ſhall 
the Happy reign in Glory! Why 
art thou then, O my Soul, con- 
ſtrain'd to dwell here in Meſech, 
and to have thy Habitations among ft 
the Tents of Kedar? Why muſt 
this ſinful Clog, this earthly Taber- 
nacle, keep back my aſpiring Soul, 
when it would fain be gone, and fly 
to the eternal Manſions defign'd for its 
Abode 2 Well, ſince I muſt be con- 
fin'd to this hated World, I will be 

reveng'd 
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reveng d on it, by deſpiſing it, and 
looking on all its Wealth and Plea- | 
ſures with thc greateſt Averſion and 
Contempt. And altho' it may keep 
me from theſe Joys of Heaven for a 
Time, yet it ſhall never have ſo great 
a Portion of my Heart, as to ſhut 
me out for ever. I will wait till my 
Change comes; and altho' my Jour- 
ney may ſeem long, as well as diffi- 
cult, yet the Glories of the conti- 
nuing City at the End of it, ſhall ſup- 
port me by the Way, and inſpire me | 
with an unwearied Reſolution in my 
Race, till I win the Prize, the glo- 
rious Prize above, the immortal 
Crown, which I there behold laid 
upready for me againſt I have finiſh'd | 
my Courſe. | 
Go on then, O my Soul, and cou- 
ragiouſly break through all the Du- 
ties ef thy ſevere and holy Call- 
ing, how difficult ſoever to Fleſh 
and Blood: And whenſoever thou 
art diſcouraged from a ſtrict Obe- 
dience to God's Commands, and the 
ſtricteſt Rules of thy great Profeſ- 
ſion, then bring all thoſe — | 
bac 


all the tranſitory 
| frail Life, for the great Rs 
0 
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back again to thy Contemplation, 
and renew thy Meditations on this 
great and endleſs Reward, that will 
at laſt requite thy Care, and crown 
thy Victory: For neither all the Re- 
proaches and Cenſures of the care- 
leſs World, nor all the ſeeming Irk- 
ſomeneſs of a perpetual Devotion, 
nor the utmoſt Self-denial in the vo- 
lun Loſs of all worldly Plea- 
ſure, will be able to deter thee from 
a vigorous Exerciſe of Piety and 
Holineſs, if thou haſt a due Reſpect 


to this glorious Recompence of Re- 


ward. 
The PRAYER. 


Adorable and ever bleſſed 'Tri- 
nity ! whoſe Preſence fills the 
Kingdom of Heaven with ineffable 
Joy, andeverlaſting Happineſs, make 


me fo ſenſible, I beſeech thee, of 
the Vanity of all Things here below, 


and the Greatneſs of the Joys above, 
that I may freely yield to exchange 
Comforts of this 
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of that which is eternal: So help me givi 
in this my Pilgrimage, that I may Am 
not miſs the Way to Life, though it 
be narrow, nor at leaſt be denied an 
Entrance into thy Kingdom, though T 
the Gate be ſtrait : Aud fence the 
deepeſt Sufferings of this Life are not 
to be compar'd to the Glories that ſhall 
be reveaFd, give me Grace to rejoice, 
and be thankful for all my Afﬀiftions, 
and triumph in my Sorrows here. 
Grant, Omy God, that the Certainty | 
of another Life, and a due Reſpect 
to thoſe Joys into which but few do 
enter, may encourage me to lead 
ſuch a Life here as few do live: Let | 
me be ever ready for the coming of 
my Lord, the Bridegroom of my Soul ! | 
and bave my Oil in my Lamp, that 
when he comes, I may enter with him, 
and be a joyful Partaker of his Glories. 
That there I may join my Hallelu- | 
jahs with the reſt of the ſacred Choir, 
and Hierarchy of bleſſed Spirits, in 
celebrating the Praiſes, and ad- 
miring the Perfections of God 
the Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, | 
and ſing eternal Songs of Thank/- | 
givii'g 


Tye Contempt, Kc. 45 


giving to thee for ever and ever. 


3 


The Contempt of the World. 


I Cannot but congratulate thee, O 
my Soul, and exceedingly re- 
=_ for the happy Change thou 
aſt made, in parting with the fool- 
iſh Pleaſures, and deſpiſing the 
Riches of the perplexed World, to 
have thy whole Converſation in Hea- 
ven, and with the ter Freedom 
enjoy thy God ; and by a Life of 
Virtue here, to prepare for a Life of 
endleſs Glory hereafter. AndI now 
find that Delight and Satisfaction in 
the heavenly Courſe I have begun, 
that I am reſolved to be no more en- 
tangled with theſe Affairs below, fo 
as to neglect the ſure and moſt laſt- 
ing Joys above. No, Millions of 
Wealth, and full Ages of Mirth 
and - ſenſual Pleaſures join'd toge- 
ther, ſhall never allure or draw me 
back to the buſy World again : For 

what didſt thou ever find, O m 
Soul, 
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Soul, in all thy Converſe in it, that 


could either ſatisfy thy Deſires, or 
defend thee from the juſt Anger of 


thy offended God ? or from the 


Temptations of thy ſpiritual and 


moſt bitter Enemy ? I have indeed 


been earneſt in the Purſuit of what-! 


ever the World calls great or plea- 
ſant ; I have ſought for it in Mirth 
and Jollity amongſt the celebrated 
Companions of Humour and Brisk- 
neſs ; but I quickly found myſelf 
deceiv'd ; for inſtead of real Satisfacti- 
on, I met with little elſe but empty 
Noiſe, and downright Folly. This 
made me look out elſewhere, and 
ſeek for Contentment in what mi- 
ſtaken Men call grave and ſolid, 
which I thought was eaſy to be met 
withal in the Society of Men of 
Age and Experience: But indeed I 
quickly found that the ſubtil Spirit 
of the World was miſtaken for Pru- 
dence, and that haughty Reſerved- 
neſs paſſed for Wiſdom; but I 
really perceived that the Man, who 
by the cunning Management of a 
large Eſtate, and an affected Air of 

Great- 


of the World. 47 


Greatneſs, makes the World take 
him for a prudent Man, is indeed 
but a buſy Trifler, that vainly ſpends 
his Time in ſeeking that which is of 
no Continuance, and may (without 
Severity or Abuſe) be compar'd to 
a Child flying Bladders in the Air, or 
hunting Butter- flies. 

Leaving therefore theſe Objects of 
Pity (without envying their repu- 
ted Prudence) 1 took myſelf to 
another, Courſe, and ſought for 
that Content in Learning and Diſ- 
putes, which I had. in vain ſought 
for in heaping up Wealth, or Mirth 
and Pleaſure: I knew the Soul of 
Man was naturally inquiſitive and 
greedy after Knowledge, as well for 
the Satisfaction as the Credit of it; 
but here I was diſappointed too: I 
found ſuch unchriſtian Heats in Con- 
troverſies, ſuch indecent Sallies of 
| Reproach and Paſſion, ſo much diſ- 
ingenuous Artifice to cover and evade 
the 'Truth, rather than undergo the 
Shame of conſeſſing an Error, that 
I plainly ſaw every Man was en- 
gaged to defend, not ſo much the 

T Truth 
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Truth, as his own Reputa 


whilſt Humility, brotherly Love, 
common Ingenuity, and Truth it- 
ſelf, were all ſwallowed up in An- 
ger and Paſſion. Thus, like Noahs 
Dove, I found no reſting Place, 
but in the Ark of God, and the 
Paths of Heaven, where thou art 
now, O my quiet Soul! ſecure in 
the Enjoyment of ſuch Delights and 
Satisfaction as the World knows no- 
thing of. I was before miſerably 
fruſtrated of my Expectation in all 
Attempts after Contentment ; here 
I dearly ſaw, that great Solomon's 
Wiſdom conſiſted only in his know- 
ing that in the other World there was 
nothing (except the Care of a fu- 
ture State) but what was Vanity, and 
infinitely beneath the Concern of our 
immortal Souls. 

O fooliſh and diſtracted World 
why all this Hurry, Noiſe, and Bu- 
ſineſs? Whither is it that ye run? 


What mighty Concern are ye all with 
ſo much Earneſtneſs in the — | 
of? 


tion; fa 
that here was a Babel of Confuſton, | 
where all ſpoke a contrary Language, 


| 
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of? Alas, my Soul, they are buſy, I 
ſee, about their own Ruin, and ea- 
gerly exchanging away Eternity for 
temporal Enjoyments, and contriving 
in this Life how to be miſerable here- 
after. Behold yonder Rich Man, 
taken up with the Management of 2 

ood — 5 ſecuring his Title to a 
2 Purchaſe, putting out his Heaps 
to Uſury, ſweating in the crowded 
Courts of Law, graſping at all Ad- 
vantages, adviſing, plotting, and 
contriving, till at E he has gathered 
up vaſt Heaps of Wealth, and then 
dies and loſes it all. Thus! juſt 
thus, O my Soul, is the World em- 
ployed : 'This is their mortifying the 
Deeds of the Body ; this is their be- 
ing crucified to the World ; this is 
their uſing the World as tho' they uſed 
it not ; this is the Way they take to 
have their Converſation in Heaven; 


and thus, juſt thus, was the Man 


employed in the diſmal Parable ; he 
had Bags enough, and thoſe well 
filled with Money ; he had Land in 
abundance ; his plenteous Harveſt 


had yielded him great Stores of Corn, 
which was all ſecure in his Barns; 


C nay, 
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nay, his greedy Heart was ſatisfied, 
and confeſs'd he had enough; ſo 
that he gave over all T houghts of any | 


* 


Heap, and reſolved now to enjoy 
himfelf and live merrily with his 
Plenty: Soul, take thy Eaſe, eat, 


farther Purchaſe or Addition to the 


drink, and be merry; caſt away all 


Care and Fears of Poverty and future 
Miſery ; for thou art now ſecure 


from Want, and all the meagre 


Train of Hardſhips that attend it. 
O my Soul! how happy did this 
Man's Neighbours and Tenants 
account him? What Reſpect and Re- 
verence did they pay him? How 
they cringed to the golden Calf, and 
flattered and praiſed the Conduct of 
his Aﬀairs! He is an honeſt Man, 
pays all rheir Due, has managed all 
to the beſt Advantage, with a great 
deal of Care and Prudence. Alas! 
all this could not excuſe him in the 


Sight of that God, who judgeth not 


as man judgeth. His being honeſt 
would not fave him, or make amends 
for placing his Happineſs in his 
Wealth; that one fatal Error of va- 
luing himſelf for his Riches, and 

encum- 
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encumbering himſelf with them, 
plunged him into endleſs Miſeries, 
and deprived him of thoſe Treaſures 
in Heaven which few rich Men ſeek 
after. His Heart was fixed and ſet- 
tled upon the World, his Security 
was in his Eſtate, and not in his God ; 
and ſo quite forgetting that he was 
but a Steward, he began to call his 
Maſter's Goods his own, and to lay 
out thoſe filver Talents on himſelf, 
which were given him to traffick 
with in Deeds of Charity. Thor 
baſt Goods, &c. The Man little 
thought that he muſt give an Ac- 
count of what he had, and ſo (like 
other rich Men) fell to purchaſing 
and ſetting up for himſelf ; Now, in 
the midſt of this, his Maſter called 
him hence. There came a terrible 
Voice that ſtartled the ſecure Wretch, 
and quite daſh'd his Jollity beyond 
the Help of his Friends and Admi- 


rers, and above the Reach of all his 


Wealth: Thon Fool, this Night ſhall 
thy Soul be required of thee, then © 
whoſe Mall theje Things be? 

How miſerable, O God, was this 
Slave to Riches and worldly Glory ? 


C 2 Fool 
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Fool he was indeed, to be thus buſy 
in providing for himſelf in this 
World, till he was called out of it, 
and ſummoned unexpectedly to the 
other; to be all his Life-time con- 


triving how to find the Way to eter- 
nal Miſery. But inſult not over him, 
O my Soul, nor over thoſe rich Bre- 
thren with whom I daily converſe in 
the World; but tho' thou mayſt | 
deſpiſe their Wealth, commiſerate 
their Condition, and ſhed, if poſſible, 
Tears of Blood, in Pity, to think of 


the Miſery they are haſtening to: 
Be earneſt at the Throne of Mercy 
for their Repentance, that they may 
learn at length to put a leſs Value 
upon what they have ſo eagerly pur- 
ſued ; that they may not, with this 
miſerable Soul, be at laſt deſpiſed, 
and ſent to the Place of the unpro- 
fitable Servant, where there ſhall be 
weeping and gnaſhing of Teeth, 
Naw theſe are the Men of Prudence 
and Caution ! theſe are they whom 


the World calls Great and Wiſe! 


ſhort-ſighted, fooliſh World ! for 
the Sake of uſeleſs Bags of Money 


here, to forfeit the Enjoyment of 
God 


| 
| 


| 


| 
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God and a Kingdom of Glories with- 
out End; and not only ſo, but grave- 
Iv and deliberately to walk into ever- 
laſting Flames! Is that Prudence? 
Is that Policy? Look down ye 
Worldlings into the Gulph of Hor- 
ror, and there ſee thouſands of Souls, 
who here lived in Splendor and 
Greatneſs, now condemned to eter- 
nal Want, and in vain exclaiming 
againſt their own Folly, in ſpending 
that Time about Buſineſs here, which 
was given them to work out their 
Salvation in: Let the Thoughts of 
this, O my Soul, ever keep thee from 
the Purſuit of Riches, and make thee 
fearful of thy Condition, if thou 
ſhouldſt ever abound in what the 
World calls Wealth; leſt when at 
laſt I expect the Reward of Dili- 
gence in the Life of Glory, God 
ſhould ſay ro me (as he did to ano- 
ther) Thou haſt already received thy 
good Things. 

No leſs miſerable, O my Soul, are 
they that run after the Pleaſures of 
the World: See, and bewail the vo- 
luptuous Man taking his Fill of Lux- 
ury and ſenſual Delights, buſy in 
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contriving how to paſs away the 
Time in Laughter and Briskneſs, 


ſtudying out Recreations for the 


next Day, in what Company, in 
what Sport to appear; when the 
Man knows not before the next Day 
comes, he may be cited to God's 
Tribunal, who inſtead of the merry 
Company he intended, will ſend him 
perhaps, indeed, to his Companions 
that are dead, where all their former 
Mirth is turned into Cries and ever- 
laſting Sighs of bitter Anguiſh and 
Deſpair. What Excuſes, O my Soul, 
do Men uſually make for their many 
Hours thrown away after immode- 
rate Sports and continual Recreati- 
ons! It preſerves Health, it promotes 
Mirth and Chearfulneſs, and drives 
away Melancholly, is allowed of, and 
practiſed by the Generality of thoſe 
who are accounted Great and Pru- 
dent Men, and is the peculiar Mark 
and diſtinguiſhing Character of a 
Gentleman. Thus, O my God, is 
the Strictneſs and ſevere Piety of the 
primitive Chriſtians (thoſe who ſo 
well knew and conſidered how diffi- 
cult it was to ſecure the Happineſs 

above) 
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above) forgot, and utterly neglected. 
Thus is Chriſtianity itſelf (whoſe 
Character is Self-denial and the Croſs) 
laid aſide, to make way for immode- 
rate Pleaſures and groſs Delights. 
How ſollicitous, O bleſſed Apoſtle, 
are Men to fulfil this diſmal Prophe- 
cy of thoſe evil Times, when Men 
ſhould be Lovers of Pleaſure more than 
Lovers of God? O ye Madmen! have 
ye ever read the Parable of the Glut- 
ton in the Flames? And is his Con- 
dition there ſo amiable as to invite 
you to his Sufferings? And yer, God 
knows, if we read his Story, we ſhall 
find bur little Difference betwixt him 
and voluptuous Chriſtians now-a- 
days. He was rich, and fared ſump- 
tuouſly every Day ; had his Table 


covered with Variety of Diſhes, and 


laden with whatever might pleaſe his 
own Palat, or appear noble and 
ſplendid to his Gueſts. And no Que- 
ſtion, he that was ſo much devoted 
to the Gratifying his Senſes, took 
care not to abridge himſelf of any 
Pleaſure he could compaſs ; and, to 


de ſure, made Sports and Recreations 


the Employment of his Time, and 
C4 the 
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the Buſineſs of his wanton Days. 
So intent was he upon his pleaſant 
and delicious Courſe of Life, and ſo 
taken up with better Company, that 
he had not Leiſure enough to mind 
the doleful Cries of hungry Laza- 
745 at the Door: It was a thing be- 
neath his Birth and Quality ; it did 
not become his Grandeur to take 
Notice of a loathſome Beggar, whoſe 
putrid Sores might have turn'd his 
delicate and ſqueamiſh Stomach, and 


ſpoiled the Reliſh of his coſtly Fare. 
In the midſt of Luxury, it could not 


be expected that he ſhould leave his 
genteel Gueſts, and the brisk Com- 
panions of his Pleaſures, to hearken 
to the Importunity of a common 

gar: 'This would have been con- 
trary to Good-breeding, and the Fa- 
ſhion. In ſhort, as we ſay now-a- 
days, he paſſed away the Time mer- 


rily ; he enjoyed himſelf, made uſe 


of the Bleſſings which God had given 
him ; lived like a Gentleman, and 
where is the Hurt of all this? Thus 
ſpeaks, thus lives the fooliſh World! 
But the next Words will tell you the 


Hurt of all this, from the ſad Expe- 
rience 
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rience of this Man of Pleaſure : Fe 
died and was buried, and in Hell be 
lift np his Eyes, being in Torments, 
and ſeeth Abraham afar off (God 
knows far enough) and the Beggar 
in bis Boſom; and he cried and ſaid, 
Father Abraham have Mercy on me, 
and ſend Lazarus that he may dip the 
Tip of bis Finger in Water and cool 
my Tongne, for I am tormented in 
this Flame. This, O God, is dif- 
mal! this is ſad indeed ! O wretch- 
ed Man, have thy Pleaſures brought 
thee to this at laſt? Can thy great Birth 
and Quality, can thy high and tow- 
ering Spirit thus ſtoop to beg? Can 
it ſtoop to cry thus bitterly for ſo 
mean an Alms as a Drop of Water ? 
Can it thus paſſionately beſeech this 
Drop of Water at the Hands of a 
Beggar, of that very Beggar too, 
whole importunate Cries for Bread 
thou didfſt ſo lately deſpiſe, and think 
beneath thy Notice? What? cannot 
all thy Money, thy Land, thy great 
Poſſeſſions, procure this ſmall Re- 
queſt > Summon all thy Tenants, 
command thy numerous Attendants, 
entreat the jolly Companions of thy 

C 5 Sports; 
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Sports; conjure and beſeech them all 
to requite thy wonted Favours, by 
reaching a ſmall Drop of Water to 

thee in thy Miſeries. Alas! they 
will not, they cannot help thee. Thy 
Servants have changed their Maſter, 


and will not come at thy Command; 


thy Tenants now belong to thy five 
Brethren, the Heirs of thy Wealth, 
thy Pleaſures, and perhaps thy Tor- 
ments too; and as for thy pleaſant 
Companions, they are many of them 
with thee; turn aſide thy flaming 
Eyes, and thou mayeſt ſee them 
burning, ſcorching, and crying out, 
ke thee, for Mercy and a Drop of 
Water! O my troubled Soul! this 
Scene is very terrible; and it is yet 
more terrible to think, that many of 
thy Acquaintance, who are account- 
ed happy Men, live juſt like this 
voluptuous Man, and are like to ſut- 
fer with him when they die: How | 
full of Grief is the End of this Mirth? 
how bitter the Conſequence of theſe | 
Pleaſures? Who but Mad-men would 
go down the ſmooth and eaſy Way 
to certain 'Torments and everlaſting 
Anguiſh? Is it worth the while to 


ſuffer | 
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ſuffer without End, for Pleaſures that 
will end ſo ſoon, and leave ſuch 
Things behind them betwixt few 
Years of worldly Joys, and an Eter- 
nity of unſpeakable Sorrows? Is 
there any Compariſon ? Is there any 


Proportion? Yet theſe are what Men 


are ſo greedy after, that Self-denial 
is accounted, at beit, but a melan- 
cholly Doctrine, and beneath their 
Notice. Thus we ſee that the two 
main Pillars of worldly Happineſs, 
Riches and Pleaſures, ſtand always 
tottering, and expoſe the Man to 
Ruin that leans upon them, and ap- 
pear to be unſatisfying, and in plain 
Terms, contemptible. And no leſs 
trifling, O my Soul, is Honour, 
Beauty, and the Faſhions of the 
World. As for Honour, the migh- 
ty Nebuchadnezzar had great Titles 
in abundance: He was ſtiled he King 
of all Nations ; and all People, Na- 
tions and Languages trembled, and 
feared before him. This haughty 
Prince walked in his Palace of Baby- 
lon, and looking round about his 
ſtately Buildings, began to be tran- 
fported at his own _—_— Is not 

6 this 


60 The Contempt 


this Great Babylon that I have built 
for the Honour of the Kingdom, by 
the Might of my Power, and for the 
Glory of my Majeſty ? Surely the 
Man took himſelf to be of a finer 
Stem than other Mortals, and indeed 
the Event ſhewed there was ſoon a 
great deal of Difference betwixt him 
and the reſt of the People: For he 
was turned out from the Society of 
Men, and ſent to eat Graſs with his 


Brethren, the Beaſts of the Field, 


being whipt and driven out by the 


poor Herdſmen, to learn Humility 


among Creatures as dull and ſtupid 
as himſelf : And there he fed among 


other Brutes, till his Hairs were grown 
like Eagle's Feathers, and his Nails 
like Bird's Claws. 

As for the reſt of thoſe things, 


greedy after, they are utterly una- 


ble to yield any true or laſting Sa- | 


tisfaction to them that have, or do 
enjoy them. Beauty is ſubject to 
a thouſand Diſeaſes, and at Death 


turns all to Loathſomeneſs and 


Contempt. The proudeſt Beauty 
now alive will very ſhortly be ae" 


O my Soul, that the World is fo 
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and ſhunn'd by the pooreſt and moſt 
homely Beggar. 

As for Pride, and the Faſhions of 
the World, they are more vain and 
trifling than any of the reſt of its 
tranſient Follies. Where is the Ad- 
vantage of my being richer cloathed 
than any of my Neighbours > Will 
the wearing of more Colours, or 
more coſtly Stuffs than they, either 
make my Soul more excellent, or 
my Body more ſecure than theirs ? 
Why then ſhould I be fo earneſt to 
expoſe myſelf to the Anger of God, 
and the Cenſure of all ſober and pi- 
ous Chriſtians, by Aping all the fill 
Modes of fantaſtick People ? T bels 
Faſhions change almoſt as often as 
the Moon, and alter ſo faſt, that 
there is as much Trouble as there is 
Pride, in following them; and who 
would be at ſo much Pains to pur- 
chaſe Damnation? Who would ſtrive 
to enter in at the broad Gate, where 
the Paſlage is ſo eaſy, and where 
Admittance is daily given to Hun- 
dreds, who were never at half the 
Pains to pet thither? But what ſad 
Excuſes, O my Soul, do we hear for 

this 
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this unaccountable Folly, of throw- 
ing away our Humility and our Time 

ether, after that Finery which 
uſually tends to no other End than 
to gratify a vain and childiſh Hu- 
mour of being admired and gazed at 
by Inferiors? They tell us, that 


Pride lies in the Heart, and not in 


the Cloaths ; but this is as if a Man 
ſhould revile his Neighbour, and 
expreſs the greateſt Hatred of him, 
and when he is accuſed of the Ma- 
lice, ſhould ſay, that Malice does not 
lie in the Tongue, but in the Heart. 
So that although the chief Seat of 
Pride is in the Heart, yet we can 
only tell when it is there, by the 
outward Behaviour and Attire. But 
does Pride lie only in the Heart, and 
not at all in outward Ornaments ? Cer- 
tainly, either they that ſay fo, or the 
Prophets, are in a very great Miſtake, 
ho are ſo ſevere only againſt the Pride 
of Finery in Apparel, that it might 
well put all that are guilty of it into a 
Fit of Trembling, to read the Doom 
of the Fewiſh Ladies for ſo crying a 
Sin, The Lord ſaith, becauſe the 
Daughters of Zion are baughty, = 
wal 


” 
-©- 


and then all that we have here placed 
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walk with their Necks ſtretebed out, 
therefore it ſhall come to paſs, that 
inſtead of Perfumes, there ſhall be a 
Stink, and inſtead of a Girdle, 4 
Rent, and inſtead of well ſet Hair, 
Baldneſs, and inſtead of a Stomacher, 
a Girding of Sackcloth, and Burning 
inſtead of Beauty. Now here is no 
mention of any other Pride, but that 
of the outward Garb ; and yet ſurely 
the Fewiſh Women did not tell the 
Prophet they were not proud, for 
Pride lay not in the Cloaths, but in 
the Heart ! 

Thus fading, thus ſhort, and thus 
deceitful, and thus dangerous, O 
my Soul, are the Enjoyments of this 
deſpicable World : Every thing that 
we call pleaſant is ſure to leave us at 
the Hour of Death, when we ſhall 
have the greateſt need of Help. 


u—_ 


our Happineſs in (except the Duties 
of Religion) will forſake us for ever ; 
and that too in the Midſt of Ter- 
rors and Diſtraftions. Farewel then 
baſe and ſordid World : Adieu to 
all thy Pleaſures, thy Heaps of Traſh 
calld Wealth, and all thy deſpiſed 
a 
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and plittering 
worldly Trifles all: 1 find no Satis- 
faction in the Enjoyment of you; 
nothing but the Fears and Diſquie- 


tudes of a tormented Conſcience 


here, and the Loſs of Joys infinitely 


beyond you hereafter, beſides the 


ſad Experience of future Sufferings 


when my Life and you are at an 
End. 1 will henceforward baniſh 


you my 'Thoughts, and employ my 
invaluable Time 'in the Contemplati- 


on and Search of Pleaſures that are 


confeſs'd on all Hands to be fatis- 
factory, true and laſting, even the 
Joys of that eternal Ki 
never fades away. Since then, my 


Soul, this World, in its faireſt Pre- 


tences to what is valuable, is thus 


falſe and contemptible, what do 1 
here? Why am I thus buſily grovel- | 


ing here below in Duſt and Aſhes? 


Why did I ever let it poſſeſs the leaſt 


Portion of my Heart, or take up a 


ſingle Thought in that Breaſt, which 


was, I am ſure, at firſt deſign'd 
for a more noble Gueſt, and made to 


be the 'Temple of the Holy Ghoſt ! | 


Haſte chen, O my Soul, and be gone 


from 
I 


Follies. Away ye 


ngdom which 
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from this Traſh, theſe Husks that 
are below, and fly away to thy Fa- 
ther's Houſe, where there are many 
elorious Manſions, worthy of thy Con- 
templations. 


The PRAYER. 


G RAN T therefore, O God my 
Saviour, that 1 may never imi- 
tate the buſy World in hunting after 
Shadows, and for their Sakes loſe 
2 dear Treaſures of 22 
er O Lord, to my | 
* de the Scorn of all Men, 
and undergo the ſharpeſt Effects of a 
Life of Want and Miſery, ſo I may 
at laſt be ſure to enter into the Ful- 
neſs of Joy, the Rivers of Pleaſures 
at thy right Hand for evermore. Let 
me graſp and aſpire after higher things 
than this contemptible Place could 
ever yet afford. Grant, I beſeech 
thee, that I may find that Peace and 
Contentment out of the Noiſe of 
the diſturbing World, which 1 have 
in vain ſought after in its tranſient 
Pleaſures and Enjoyments. And 
ſince thou haſt fully aſſured me, O 

bleſſed 
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bleſſed Spirit, that it is a ſad Exchange, | 
to gain the whole World, and loſe my 
own Soul, let thy ſacred Influences 
aſſiſt and direct me how I may ra- 
ther loſe the whole World, and 
ſave that immortal Soul. Help me, 
O God, to get an abſolute Conqueſt 
over all the Temptations of Things 
— Temporal that are ſeen, leſt they | 
ſhould cool the Fervour of my Zeal | 
in the Purſuit after better Things not 
ſeen, that are eternal. Thus through 
thy Grace, O God, ſhall I eſcape all 
the Snares and Allurements here be- 
low, that I may imitate him who | 
hath ſaid, that his Followers are not 
of this World ; even my dear Re- 
deemer, to whom with the Father 
and holy Spirit, be ever aſcribed all 
Power and Glory. Amen. 


The Holy Euchariſt. 


HOU art invited, O my Soul, 
to a royal Banquet, put on thy 
beſt Apparel then, for the King that 
bids thee will take great Notice of 
thy Dreſs. It is the Marriage-Sup- 


per 
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per of the great King ; let us then 
get on the Wedding-Garment, that 
we may go out to meet the Bride- 
groom of my Soul. Take Care that 
thou appear like a Gueſt, leſt the 
Lord of the Feaſt ſhould look upon 
thee as an Intruder: But come away, 
all things are ready; fly to meet thy 
Bridegroom, thy Beloved, who not 
only invites thee with all the ſoft Ex- 
preſſions of his Love, but is ſo ear- 
neſt for thy Company, that he bids 
his Meſſengers compel thee to come in. 
Surely thou doſt not ſtand doubtful 
whether thou ſhalt go or not, nor make 
Excuſes to put it off till another 
time! Art thou ſure thou ſhalt be 


again invited * And after thou haſt 


rejected this ſolemn Invitation, and 
refuſed thy Company to the great 
Maſter of the Feaſt, who does now 
fo paſſionately deſire it, art thou ſure 
to be accepted another Time ? May 
not theſe Delays provoke the lighted 
King to cry out in his Anger, that 
thou which wert in vain bidden, ſbali 

not tafte of my Supper. 
Raiſe up thy Faculties therefore, 
O my Soul, and conſider the many 
Obliga- 
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Obligations thou art under of haſten. | *Þ) 
ing to the Banquet of thy Lord. the 
Think but upon the Condeſcenſion | it 
of the Almighty : He created thee, Cel 
and all things, out of nothing. He En 
is a God omnipotent, and can ſpurn Jo 
thee, and all the finful Sons of Men, + 
into the nethermoſt Hell, without | 
the leaft Diminution of his Glory, 
or any Derogation from his Juſtice : 
At leaſt he might have extended this 

his Bounty to the Angels, and glo- 
rified Beings, without taking any 

Notice of a Worm; and yet behold! 

thou art invited amongſt the firſt, 

and thy Company ſo much defired, | 
that he makes every thing ſtay for 
thy coming ; ſo great is the Conde- 
ſcenſion of my God ! Can I add to 
his Happineſs by partaking of his 
Bounty ? Is it not for my own ſake 
that he is thus preſſing and earneſt for 
my Appearance at his heavenly Ta- 
ble ? and yet he ſtoops to ſollicit my 
Preſence, and even entreats me to be 
there; ſhall 1 then inſolently reject 
theſe Submiſfions of the Deity, and 
deſpiſe the Goodneſs of my Crea- 
tor ? But as the aa 3 
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thy Saviour, O my Soul, in callin 
thee to the Feaſt, fo the Benefits 
it to thyſelf do oblige thee to ac- 
cept this Call, and haſten to the 
Entertainment with an Exceſs of 
oy. 
3 is that which conveys Grace 
tothe Soul, and nouriſhes my Faith, 
and all other Virtues, to that Degree, 
as to make me a new Creature, and 
fit me for the real Preſence of my 
Lord in his eternal Kingdom. Here 
is that which ratifies the Promiſes of 
God, applies the Merits of my Re- 
deemer's Death to my Soul; and, in 
a Word, ſeals the Pardon of my Sins. 
Here is that which will make me in 


a manner the Receptacle of my God, 


for he will come unto me, and make 
his Abode with me; ſo that 1 ſhall 
enjoy him here below, and in ſome 
meaſure anticipate his glorious Pre- 
ſence, which is in Heaven, the De- 
light of Angels. Reflect again up- 
on the Honour, O my Soul, that is 
conferr'd upon thee : Where thou 
art called to fit down, whilſt the An- 
gels do but ſtand by and filently ad- 
mire at thoſe ſacred Myſteries which 

tou 
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thou art actually to partake of. 
Theſe heavenly Spirits cannot pene- 
trate into the wonderful and ſpiritual 
Converſion of Bread and Wine, into 
the Body and Blood of thy dying 


Saviour ; and yet this is certainly done | 


for thee, if thou receiveſt it with a 
lively Faith, and doſt apply the Be- 
nefits of it to thyſelf, by a Life of 
Piety and Devotion. I am here call- 
ed to eat and drink in the Preſence 
of the great God, who does really 


convert himſelf, in the Merits of his | 
Death and Paſhon, into my Soul, 


through my worthy receiving the 


Bread and Wine, the true Repreſen- 


tatives of his broken Body, and his 
ſtreaming Blood : Why this great 


Honour, O my Lord, to me, the 


moſt wretched of all that are called 
to thy heavenly Table? What doſt 
thou ſee in me to tempt thy Com- 
paſſion, and invite thee to vouchſafe 
me this Honour ? Was it not enough 
for thee to come down from thy 
glorious Seat above, and die upon 
the Croſs for me, but muſt thou 
alſo provide this heavenly Ban- 
quet for thy Servant, and oblige him 

| tO 
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to fit down inthy Preſence, and feed 
upon the Bread of Life / 

I may now deſpiſe the Pomp of 
the great Man's full ſpread Table, 
and all the great Partakers of his 
Luxury ; for I ſhall here have Com- 
panions of a far higher Quality, 
even the Saints of God, and God 
himſelf. | 

Angels do attend whilſt I fit down! 
Feſus, my Lord! what a grand Fa- 
vour, what an unſpeakable Honour 
is this to thy baſhful Servant ? Bur 
here muſt be no Compliments ; ac- 
cept it therefore, O my Soul, and 
approach this Bounty of thy Lord, 
with all the thankful Reverence of 
an humble Gueſt. 

O my Soul! how am I obliged, in 
Gratitude to my Saviour's Love up- 
on the Croſs, to be frequent in the 
Commemoration of it? He there 
ſuffered himſelf to be ſtabbed, and 
pierced through the moſt tender 
Parts, for my ſake. He there trod 
the Wine-preſs of his Father's Diſ- 
pleaſure, and in the bitter Anguiſh 
of his departing Soul, cried out, he 
had forſaken him. The Diſgrace, 

as 
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as well as the Torments of his cruel 
Death, together with his Willingneſs 
to endure all this for my Redempti- 
on, are ſuch Inſtancesof Love, even 
in this Invitation too, as call for the 
higheſt Expreſſion of Gratitude, and 
a thankful Acceptance of the Proffer. 
Shall the great Judge of Heaven 
and Earth come down 
and ſue to the Malefactor, both to 
be releaſed from his Chains, and to 
become his Gueſt ? And ſhall I, the 
MalefaQor, boldly thruſt him from 
me, and not rather accept the migh- 
ty Favour on my bended Knees, and 
with a Heart full of Praiſe and Gra- 
titude for a Kindneſs ſo great and fo 
undeſerved 2 Behold the Lord of 
Glory, who knows all my heinous 
Crimes againſt him, and ſees all the 
Spots of my polluted Soul, bids me 
come to the Fountain of Life, and 
there waſh and be clean, If then I 
reject this render Inſtance of his 
Care for my Weltare, ſhall I not in- 
deed be a Monſter of Ingratitude ? 
Shall 1 ever deſerve another Offer 
of his Love? But above all conſi- 
der, O my Soul, it is thy Lord and 
Naſter's 


om the Bench | 
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Maſter's poſitive Command, that thou 
ſhouldeſt frequent his Table, and there 


join in the Commemoration of his 


Death. This do in Remembrance of 
me, is as poſitive an Order, as Ho- 
nour thy Father and Mother ; and can 
I ever expect to reach Heaven by 
the Violation of God's Commands ? 


| Theſe dying Words of my Lord's 


are ſo very expreſs, that here is no 
Colour for the leaſt Evaſion. I muſt 
therefore either do this, or renounce 
his Favour, by living ina wilful Con- 
tempt of his Law : And if, notwith- 
ſanding bis divine Order, I refuſe 
to eat bis Body, and drink bis Blocd, 
I muſt expect no Benefit from his 
piercing the one, and ſpilling of the 
other; but all the dear Merits of 
his Love, and Effects of his Paſſion, 
are loſt to me. 

Why then ſo backward, O my 
Soul, why ſo fearful to go meet 
thy Saviour ? Thou art not prepared, 
haſten others, and prepare thyſelf, 
for this muſt be no Pretence to keep 
thee away; ſince they who ſent their 
Excuſes, and made light of it, had as 
ſevere a Doom as he that had not on 

D the 
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the Wedding-Garment. "Tis true, 
whoever does his Lord's Commands 
ſlightly, and without Heed, muſt 
expect Puniſhment ; and wilt thou 
therefore chooſe wholly to neglect 
it, and be the Servant who knew bis 
Maſter's Will, but did it not © I may 
be prepared, if I will, I muſt there- 
fore expect a double Puniſhment, both 
for my want of Preparation and my 
Abſence too. 

If an earthly Prince orders me a 
ſpeedy Embaſly, and at the Time of 
my expected Return comes in 
Haſte, and demands an Account of 
it, will it be enough to tell him, 
that I was not yet ſet out, becauſe I 
had not yet put on my travelling 
Garb ? Much leſs will ſuch trivial 
Pretences afford me any juſt Excuſes 
when I appear before the great God, 
who vill take a ſevere Account of my 


Abſence, and then, like him that 


would not prepare to come, I ſhall 
itand ſpeechleſs. 

Put on thy Garments therefore, 
O my Soul, and haſte away ; for my 
Lord is importunate, and ſtays ex- 
peCting thee : Wilt thou ſend the 


King | 


— 
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King Word, that thou art neither 
ready, nor wilt prepare to be ſo? 
That will be ſuch an Affront indeed, 
as will make him for ever abhor thee, 
and ſtop all future Invitations to his 
Feaſt. Up then, O my Soul, and 
call up all thy Graces, and forthwith 
adorn thyſelf, for nothing will ex- 
cuſe thee in his Sight, if his Proffer be 
thus abuſed and flighted, ſince him- 
ſelf and the Gueſts are waiting with 
Impatience for thy coming. 

O my Lord, I come, I accept the 
Offer, I can no longer reſiſt ſo kind 
an Invitation; and that I may not 
come unprepared, I here give up my 
whole ſelf, both Soul and Body, to 
thy Service: And thus 1 now ap- 
proach thy heavenly Temple, in 
order to preſent myſelf at thine 
Altar. 

O my Soul! wearenowin the Houſe 
of God. Behold the Sermon is end- 
ed, and the devout Gueſts are now 
flocking to celebrate the Feaſt, and 
commemorate the Death and Patfon 
of the crucified 7eſus: Turn thy 


ſelf therefore to the heavenly Table; 
tor behold there ſtands the Prieſt of 
D 2 


the 
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the living God, and the Meſſenger 
of the great King is ſent out to 
call them that are bidden. Hark! 
he is now proclaiming the Feaſt, and 
publiſhing tte Invitation: Te that do 
truly and earneſtly repent you of your 
Sins, draw near with Faith, and 
take this Holy Sacrament to your 
Comfort. How ſolemn, O my Soul, 
is the Celebration of this Holy Or- 
dinance ! All things here are in a 
profound Silence, which well ſuits 
the Repreſentation of ſo myſterious 
a Tragedy as the Death and Paſſion 
of the Son of God. "Tis fit indeed 
that our firſt Approaches to that 
awful Myſtery ſhould be taken up 
with a filent Contemplation of its 
Wonders. | 
Fall down, O my Soul and Body, 
and amidſt theſe proſtrate Gueſts, 
preſent yourſelves before the Altar 
of God with the deepeſt Humility, 
and there, in the loweſt Poſtures of 
Fear and Reverence, admire for a2 
while the divine Goodneſs, in calling 
thee, a wretched Sinner, to a lively 
Repreſentation ofhis Death, and con- 


ferring upon thee all the Benefits of 
it 
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it in the worthy Celebration of theſe 
holy Myſteries. Conſider that God 
now hovers over thee, to inſpect 
thy Behaviour, and will accept the 
Sacrifice according to the Sincerity 
of it, and the Ardency of thy De- 
votion. After a ſhort Contemplation 
therefore on the Preſence of God, 
and this great Inſtance of his I. ove, 
join, O my Soul, with the reſt of 
the devout Adorers, in the general 
Confeſſion, to acknowledge thoſe 
cruel Sins that cauſed this bitter 
Paſſion of my Lord: With redoubled 
Cries for Mercy ſollicit his Pardon, 
and with an Humility ſuitable to the 
Guilt, cry out, Ie do earneftly re- 
pent; bave Mercy upon ns, have 
Mercy upon us, moſt merciful Father ! 
For thy Son, our Lord Jeſus Chriſt's 
Sake, forgive ns all that's paſt, and 
grant that we may ever hereafter 
ſerve and pleaſe thee in Neu neſs of 
Life. Lift up your Hearts! yes, 1 
will lift it up unto the Lord, that I may 
Join with the reſt in crying out with 
a ſeraphic Fervour, Jt is very meet 
and right, and our bounden Duty, 
that we ſhould at all Times, and in 


D 3 all 


28 The Holy Euchariſt. 


all Places, give Thanks unto thee, O 
Lord beavenly Father, Almighty 
and everlaſting God. Therefore with 
Angels and Archangels, and all the 
Company of Heaven, we laud and 
magnify thy glorious Name evermore, 
praifing thee, and ſaying, Holy, 
boly, holy Lord God of Hoſts ! Hea- 
ven and Earth are full of thy Glory, 
Glory be to thee, O Lord moſt bigb. 
See the Miniſter, O my Soul, is 
now conſecrating the heavenly Ele- 
ments! Look on with Reverence then, 
and let my Heart join in this moſt 
ſolemn and effential Part of the ſa- 
cred Inſtitution, that ſo what he 
calls the Creatures of God, Bread 
and Hine, may be to me his moſt 
bleſſed Body and Blood. 

Here, O my Soul, I may ve- 
ry fitly meditate on the amazing 
Goodneſs of my Redeemer, in 
ſuffering his Body to be broken, 
like that Bread, and his precious 
Blood, like the Wine, to be poured | 
out upon the painful Croſs. I may 
here contemplate the mighty Bene- 
fits of his Death to me, and the 
cruel Torments of it to himſelf : I 

may 
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2 may here conſider the ſtrange De- 
ba ts of the Almighty in com- 
th ing down from Heaven to be here 
be wounded to Death, only that ſuch 
nd Sinners as myſelf might not feel 
e, the eternal Sufferings we had de- 
ſerved Tis Time that thou now 
draw nigh unto the holy Altar, 
Ys O my Soul, and there actually per- 
hb, form what has hitherto been only 
is the Subject of thy Meditation. See 
le» | the Miniſter reaches out to thee the 
en, broken Body of thy Lord! the Body 
oſt of our Lord Jeſus Chriſt, which was 
la- | given for thee, &c. With the deep- 
he eſt Humility of my Soul, and with 
ad | the higheſt Adoration of thy Good- 


olt neſs, do 1 now receive thee, O my 
crucified Lord | I feed on thee, dear 
e- Saviour, in my Heart, for I am now #1 


ng reſolved it ſhall be ever thine, and 
in | thine alone, by Faith (for no other 
en, feeding on thee will avail me.) I be- 
Jus lieve the doleful Hiſtory of thy Paſ- 
ed ſion, and will hereafter live as tho' 
ay I did believe it: I will receive it with 
e- Thankſgiving, or J ſhall be ungrate- 
he ful indeed! The dead Body of a 
1 Friend, who has loſt his Life in his 
ay SD D 4 Friend's 


* 
of 
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Friend's Quarrel, will ſtir up a 
thankful Remembrance in the moſt 
barbarous Infidel. Shall not a Chri- 
ſtian then raiſe up his inflamed Soul 
to the higheſt Pitch of 'T hankfulneſs, 


when he ſees the broken Body of 


his God, who died to ſave that Soul 
from Hell? But lo! the Ambaſſador 
comes again with another divine 
Meſſage as heavenly as the former; 
meet it then, my Soul, with all the Joy 
of a Heart raviſh'd at the repeated 
Goodneſs of a bounteous God. The 
Blood of our Lord Jeſus Chriſt, which 
was ſhed for thee, &c. O my bleed- 
ing Feſus / 1 take this Symbol at 
once of thy Blood, and thy Love, 
with a Heart over-charged with Ad- 
miration of thy ineffable Goodneſs. 

I am now urgent to find out full 
Expreſſions of my Thankfulneſs ; 
but am over- powered, and can only 
breath out my Deſires, that thou 
wouldſt accept the imperfect Fervours 


of my aſpiring Soul : My enlarged 


Heart is full of Praiſes; O God of 
Love, I burn, I burn with a Deſire of 
meeting thy Love with equal Flames ; 
iny Heart is fixed, my Heart is He, 


| 
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1 will ſing and give Praiſe. O that 
I could but now exceed ye, O ye 
Angels of God, and ſing a Hymn 
of Praiſe to God my Saviour, of his 
own compoſing ! For nothing leſs 
than that is worthy to expreſs this 
great, this amazing Act of his Love, 
which my labouring Soul is now 
ſtriving in vain to reach: But ſince I 
cannot praiſe thee, O my God, with 
an inſpired Song, 1 will raiſe up all 
my Thoughts, I will call up all that is 
within me, and ſummon each Af- 
fection of my Soul, that they may all 


join into one united Act of Fervour, 


to praiſe thee in the devout Lan- 
guage of the holy Church : Glory 
be to God on bigh. We praiſe thee, 
we bleſs thee, we worſhip thee / we 
give Thanks unto tbee for thy great 
Glory, O Lord Ged, heavenly King, 
God the Fatber Almighty : O Lord, 
the only begotten Sou Jeſus Chriſt ! O 
Lord God, Lamb of God, Son of the 
Father, that takeſt away the Sins of 
the World, receive our Prayer: Wen 


| that fitteſt at the right Hand of God 


the Father, have Mercy upon us: Fer 


; thou only art holy, thou only art the. 


D 5 Lord: 
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Lord: Thou only, O Chriſt, with the 
Holy Ghoſt, art moſt high, in the 
Glory of God the Father. Thus ſing, 
thus feaſt, thus live the Angels! 
Thus, my Soul, will I continue 
ſinging to my God, till I am from 
hence tranſlated to a more intent En- 
joyment of his divine Preſence, in 
the Kingdom of Praiſe and endleſs 
Hallelujahs. 


The PRAYER. 


O 7E SUI my crucified Re- 
deemer, I am now come from 
partaking of this Love, in the Cele- 
bration of the higheſt Inſtance of it, 
thy Death u = Croſs. I am now 
come from thy Table to pour out the 
earneſt DeGres of my Soul in private; 
and that my Prayer may be accep- 
table in thy Sight, I beg in thine own 
Name, and for the ſake of thy pre- 
cious Blood, that Blood which my 
thirſty Soul has now been drinking : 

My Deſire, O God, is, that I may be 
ever mindful of what I have now been 
doing, and remember that I have 


here given up myſelf to thy Service; 
that 
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that 1 have ratified my baptiſmal 
Vow, and renewed my folemn Oath, 
to renounce the Pomps and Vanities of 
this wicked World: And that if I 
ſhould hereafter live in any wilful 
Sin, it would be to account this Blood 
of the Covenant an unholy thing. I 
have now ſeen thy dreadful Paſſion; 
I beſeech thee therefore, touch my 
Heart with ſo deep a Senſe of thy 
Sufferings upon the Croſs, that I 

may not, by any wilful 'Tranfj 
barbarouſly crucify thee again, and 
tear open thy ſmarting Wounds, and 
make them bleed afreſh, O my Lord, 
how rich are the Delicacies of thy 
Table ! How ſweet is this Bread of 
Life, with which thou haſt now ſa-- 
tified my hungry Soul! Lord, 
ever more give me this Bread. Had 
before known the Delights of this 
divine Banquet, I had not been ſo 
yu a Stranger there, nor ſtood ſo 
ng to diſpute thy Invitation. But 
with thy Leave and Aſſiſtance, I ſhall 
hereafter be thy conſtant Gueſt, and, 
inſtcad of making Excuſes, hum- 
bly ſue for an Admiſſion to theſe ſa- 
cred Viands, which are of ſuch Ad- 
D 6 vantage 
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vantage and unconceivable Delight 
to my raviſh'd Soul. And fince now 
am wholly thine by this ſolemn Re- 
ſignation of myſelf, do thou merci- 
fully accept the Offer, and ſo direct 
the whole Courſe of my Life, that I 
may at length enjoy for ever thy 


divine Preſence, there to under- 


ſtand this great Myſtery of thy Body 
and Blood, and celebrate the Marri- 
age-Supper of the Lamb with an 
Angelic Fervour and Devotion. 
Amen. 


— Cr — 
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D O my Soul, into the 
Chambers of eternal Death: 
Go and viſit for a while the torment- 


ed Spirits in the burning Lake: Ran- 


fack all the Corners of that ſulphu. 
rous Kingdom, and ſurvey the Mi- 
{eries of the Damned there. O God, 
what do 1 ſee! My affrighted Soul 
{tarts at yonder Sight of Terror and 
Amazement! Is not that the rich 
 Ghatton who deſpiſed the Beggar? 
Surely it muſt be he! ſee there he "A 

wel- 
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weltering in Floods of Fire and boiling 
Brimſtone! How does he gaſp for 
a Drop, a ſingle Drop of Water to 
cool his parched Tongue ! See how 
his ſcalded Eyes look-up for Pity, 
and his ſcorching Tongue would fain 
roar out its hideous Cries for Help, 
or the leaſt Refreſhment ! Lord, wilt 
thou not look down in Mercy on the 
burning Wretch? Are not ſuch in- 
ſufferable 'Torments as theſe too great 
a Puniſhment for the higheſt Crimes? 
O let me live like begging Lazarus 
in the World; nay, let me live in 
perpetual Miſery, and may my whole 
Life be one continued Torment; let 
me live my Age of threeſcore Vears 
and ten, without one Day's Freedom 
from my Torture, in the midſt of 
Nebuc haduex xar's burning Fiery Fur- 
nace, rather than come into this Place 
of Torment, or endure theſe Miſeries 
for a ſingle Hour. 

O miſerable Dives, my Soul is 
* at thy Sufferin 1 Tho” I 


ought to 4 thee for thy Blaſphe- 
mies and thy Rage againſt the juſt 
God that — thee thither, yet I am 
not able to ſee thee Po into this 

Gulph 
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Gulph of Miſery, and faſtened to 
ſuch Flames as theſe, without ſhed- 
ding a Tear at the Thoughts of thy 
inconceivable Sorrows, and thy un- 
ſpeakable Folly in 7 in thyſelf 
hither for the "Sake of ole Riches 
and Pleaſures in the World, which 
cannot now afford thee the leaſt Help 
or Comfort in this thy ſad Condition. 

And yet rich Men would be valued 
for their Wealth! Pitied,indeed, they 
ſhall be, for Pity ſurely belongs ro 


them, who, much like thee, give ſo 


ſevere an Account of thoſe Riches, 
which here, with ſo little Concern, 
they lay out in Luxury and ſenſual 
Pleaſures. 
How gladly now, O burning Soul, 
wouldſt thou return to Earth again, 
and there lead a Life of the ſtricteſt 
Piety ? How quickly wouldſt thou 
rid thyſelfof whatever may hinder a 
holy Life, and throw away thy great 
Eſtate, rather than let it tempt thee 
again to live in ſenſual Eaſe and Soft- 
neſs here? What Haſte wouldſt thou 
make to the Society of the Great, and 
employ all thy Time in dreſſing the 
putrid Sores of ſuch Beggars as that 
very 
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very Lazarus, for whoſe Help 2 
now cry out in vain? How ſoon 
wouldſt thou lay afide thy Purple 
and gorgeous Apparel, and cloath 
thyſelf with the humbleſt Garb of 
Poverty? How freely wouldſt thou 
ceaſe thy Faring ſumptuouſly every 
Day, reje& thy coſtly Difhes, and 
correct 9 Fleſh, like the 
Hermits old, with Herbs and 
Roots, and what the barren Deſarts 
afford > How earneſt wouldſt thou 
be to turn thy Beds of Down, and 
all thy Luxury, into the ſtricteſt Ex- 
erciſes of Faſting, Watching, and 
Prayer? How gladly, wretched Dives“ 
wouldſt thou perform all this, and 
infinitely more, ſo thou mighteſt be 
freed, but till thy Death, from theſe 
burning Miſeries, tho* thou wert ſure 
then to return to them again, and be 
for ever confined to this thy ſcorch- 
ing Bed of Flames? Burt indeed it 
muſt not be. Thy Time is paſt and 
gone for eyer. Thou art now enter'd 
into a State of Eternity that admits 
no Alteration. Thou hadſt thy Task 
appointed thee in the World, and 
Time allotted thee for the doing it; 

2 that 
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that Time is gone, no more to be re- 
called, after Death thou wert to re- 
ceive thy Wages: But if at that 
Time the Work be left undone, 
there's no expecting Leave to go 
back again and do it? Nothing re- 
mains but endleſs Rage and Anguiſh 
of thy tortured Soul, to think upon 
the ſad Negle& by which thou art 
undone for ever. O my trembling 
Soul, this is a Scene of Horror and 
Amazement ! O ye deſperate and 
| Worldlings, look down a lit- 
tle into this bottomleſs Pit of eternal 
Miſery, and then tremble and look 
pale at your Condition. 

You may live merrily for a few 
Years ; you may indeed, in a deſpe- 
rate Fit of Bravery, throw off the 
melancholly Proſpect of your ap- 
proaching End; you may look with 
Contempt upon the frightful Stories 


of another World, and the Cant of 
Scripture and the Prieſts; you may 


imagine it beneath your Quality and 
reputed Prudence, to be dejected at 
the Fears of that which, if true, is 
at a Diſtance; therefore you have 


Time enough to eſcape them. But 


let 


X27 ATA 48 


v F 7 2 


2 & 


The Sufferings of Hell. 89 


let them go on, O my Soul, in their 
merry Paths, till they ſport them- 
ſelves into theſe Torments, which 
they will not till then believe. Leave 
them, tho* with Pity, in the broad 
Way, and purſue thy Meditations on 
this horrid Kingdom of eternal Suf- 
ferings. 

W hat piercing Cries, and diſmal 
Groans are here! Have you no Pity, 
O ye torturing Fiends? Are ye not 
moved at theſe lamentable Shrieks of 
rormented Wretches ? But alas! Hell 
is no Place for Pity, and you your 
ſelves are in the ſame Condition, 
and your bitter Cries increaſe the 
fearful Noiſe. O terrible Regions of 
Bitterneſs and Deſpair, how ſevere 
are the Laſhes of raving Guilt and 
Conſcience here! how cruel muſt be 
the Gnawings of this never-dying 
Worm, to extort ſuch crying Com- 
plaints, and ſuch deplorable Voices 
of Diſtreſs and Miſery ! What raging 
Accents of Grief are here! How 
deep and mournful are theſe Sighs! 
How ſwift theſe ſcalding Fears ! 
How earneſt are theſe bitter Pangs! 
Cruel Stings of eternal Repentance 

and 
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and endleſs Sorrows! N bo, indeed, 
can dwell with everlaſting Burnings? 
Who can bear the Racks of Torture 
and inſupportable Agonies, under 
which theſe wretched Spirits groan 
and labour, without one Moment s Re- 
ſpite, or a Minute's Eaſe ! Here 1 ſee 
no Hope of Comfort, which uſes to 
be the laſt Refuge of the Miſerable; 
but all Expectation of Mercy or Re- 
lief is for ever baniſhed from this | 
Place of Terror and Deſpair. 

Cain's Puniſhment, in his deſpair- 
ing Condition, was too heavy for 
him, but truly tis now much hee 
vier See where he lies there over- 
whelm'd with helliſh Anger at his 
Folly. How pale and Faſtly are 
his affrighted Looks! what fretting 
Pangs of Anguiſh prey upon his 
guilty Soul! Now, indeed, he may 
cry out, my Puniſhment is greater 
than I can bear / O God! they are all 
here deprived of thy Preſence. Theſe 
immortal Souls were all made to en- 
Joy their Creator, and to be to all 
Eternity employed in the raviſhing 
Contemplations of thy glorious Be- 
ing, and thy divine Preſence. = 

| Y 
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they are now for ever baniſhed from 
thee, and muſt never ſee the joyful 
Light of thy Countenance. Thou 
art the Source of all the Happineſs 
above, and Millions of admiring 
Saints and Angels crowd about thy 
Throne, eager to enjoy thy ſacred 
Preſence, and are tranſported into 
Hallelujahs of Praiſe and Thankſ- 
giving for their Admiſſion to it. How 
wretCc then are theſe miſerable 
Souls, who, contrary to their own 
Nature and Creation, are utterly ex- 
cluded from their God ; and inſtead 
of being bleſs'd with the happy Con- 
templation of thy divine Goodneſs, 
are ſure never to think of thee, bur 
with the utmoſt” Degree of Dread 
and Terror? Heaven itſelf would 
be void of Comfort, were it not that 
thou art there. How deſtitute of all 
Enjoyment then muſt be the helliſh 
State, where all are Exiles, and ſhall 
ever continue in an eternal Baniſh- 
ment from that God, in whoſe Pre- 
ſence there is fulneſs of Joy? How 
fearful are the Thoughts of this Se- 
paration from God, to a Soul that 
truly loves him? My. Soul panteth af- 

ter 
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ter thee, O Jeſus, my dear God] let 
me not then be ever torn from thee. 
How are theſe damned Spirits, O my 
Soul, tormented, not only for the 
Loſs of God, but of all the unſpeak- 
able Happineſs of his Kingdom? 
They know they might have reigned 
with him as Kings of Glory, where- 
as they are now Slaves of Miſery, 
and Vaſſals of the Prince of Dark- 
neſs: They are now ſenſible that they 
might have ſhone more bright than 
the Meridian Sun, in the brighteſt 
Manſions of eternal Splendour; but 
now they find themſelves wretched 
Priſoners in Chains of Darkneſs, even 
Darkneſs that may be felt. They 
know they might have been now 
refreſhing themſelves in the calm 
Streams of heavenly Pleaſures at the 
Right Hand of God]; but inſtead of 
that, they are now covered over with 
ſcorching Floods of fiery Sulphur. 
This is a ſad Exchange, and how 
painful are the Thoughts of it! What 
raving Expreſſions of a helliſh Fury, 
does the Remembrance of theſe 
Things extort from theſe angry Souls, 
in vain curſing their own —_— 
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and deſperate Folly ? How empty 
and deſtitute of all Enjoyments and 
worldly Comforts is this dreadful 
Place? Tell me, O ye tortured Souls, 
are any of all theſe Pleaſures to be 
found here, which you once delight- 
ed in? Do you not ſadly find, that 
you and thoſe Delights and Recrea- 
tions are now for ever parted, to 
which you were ſo much addicted in 
the World, that you did not ſo much 
as think of this eternal 8 tion 
from them? O God! I do not find 
any of that ſenſual Mirth and Brisk- 
neſs Eere, which was their chief Em- 
ployment in the World: Here's no 
Shoutings after the Chaſe, nor Mu- 
ſick of the well-ſcented Hounds, 
which was accounted a genteel Way 
of ſporting away that 'Time which 
was given you 70 work your Salvation 
in: No, inſtead of that, theſe Vales 
of Horror echo only their own 
Groans, and the trill Howlings of 
Pain and Miſery. I cannot here ſee 
any of thoſe full Glafles, and merry 


Cups, which uſed to entertain their 


carouſing Viſits, and ſerved to paſs 
away the tedious Time. Here's no- 
thing 
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thing but parching Thirit, and cry. 
ing out for Drops of any thing to 
ſlack the ſcalding Fury of unquench- | 
able Flames. Tho' ye would not be 
rſwaded to believe it, yet you may, 

by ſad Experience, truly cry, 
End of our Mirth is Heavineſs. 0 
my Soul! what black Society is this? 
Theſe are frightful Shapes indeed! 
Here are Devils and Helliſh Fiends 
at once to torture and affright. Can 
you, O ye damned Souls of Quality 
that are here, can ye brook ſuch Com- 
pany as this? What, can you ſtoop 
to lie down with the ſcorn'd and de- 
ſpicable Beggars of a Drop of Wa- 
ter? Is this Company for Gentlemen? 
Alas! alas! you yourſelves are theſe 
Beggars now. There's no DiſtinCti- 
on, no Difference in the Cries of Rich 
and Poor; you are all alike condemn- 
ed to periſh in eternal Want, and 
your mix'd Howlings of the extream- 
eſt Poverty are united, but to no 
Purpoſe ; you are joined in the com- 
mon Cry after Help or Pity, tho' 
utterly in vain ; for God, Angels and 
Men, are deaf to your loud Com- 
plaints. There are your Compani- 
ons 
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ons with you, with whom you uſed 
to converſe in familiar Mirth and 


Briskneſs; you have none elſe to go 


to for Relief, tho' it will be to little 
Purpoſe to expect Succour at their 
Hands, who are in the ſame Condem- 
nation, and can only(and in vain too) 
cry back again to you, and curſe you 
for helping to bring them to thoſe 
Sufferings, in which you can now 
afford neither Pity nor Relief. But 
my bleeding Heart, covered with 
Amazements of their horrid Suffer- 
ings, makes me afraid to inſult over 
them in their inconceivable Miſeries. 
O my Soul! canſt thou think of 
dwelling for ever with ſuch Society 
as this? Canſt thou be content nor 
only to hear, but to join in theſe 
raging Curſes againſt God and one 
another ; theſe horrid Blaſphemies, 
and raving Yells of Madneſs and 
helliſh Fury? Truly were there no 
other, yet theſe would be Torments 
enough to create a Hell of inſup- 
portable Horror. O my Soul! thus 
burn, thus howl, thus weep, and 
thus rage the damned Spirits, the 
dark Inhabitants of Hell ; and yer, 

alas 
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hind: For were there any the leaſt 
Expectation of coming out from 
hence, it would be ſome Eaſe, even in 
their preſent Sufferings. 

But here they burn, and burn 


they muſt for ever: Here's no Hope 


of Freedom, no End of Torments, 
no Redemption, none at all ; for it 
is an irrecoverable Decree, and irre- 
verſible Maxim in the Laws of di- 
vine Vengeance, Once in Hell, and 
there for ever. 
probates! it's a ſad thing that ye 
muſt continue in this hot Gulph cf 
Pain for a whole Day; but how much 
more {ad and dreadful is it that ye 


muſt lie here fix d and immovable for 


aYear? It is then very dreadful to be 


covered with theſe Fires for an Age; 


for who can bear an Age of ſuch 
racking Torments? But, farther, you 
muſt remain here, and not ſtir from 
hence, til! a thouſand tedious Years 
are quite expired. O this is heavy 
and inſupportable! who would lie 
thus long in Flames, for the Sake of 
a ſhort Life of Pleaſure and ſenſual 
Satisfactions? But bark ye! this is 

not 


alas! the greateſt Miſery is ſtill be. | 


O ye ſuffering Re- | 
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not all, you muſt be here in theſe 
Torments, not for a Day, a Year, 
an Age, or an hundred Years, bur 
always, even for ever and ever. 
When you have lain here as many 
Millions of Ages as there are Drops of 
Water in the Sea, it will be the ſame 
thing as it is now, and their Eterni- 
ty will not be a Moment nearer to an 
End than now; for it never will have 
an End at all. O fad, O reſtleſs 
Eternity! into what a Maze and un- 
accountable Labyrinth art thou en- 
ter'd! My 'Thoughts are all dark and 
confuſed in this vain Scarch after the 
Duration of Eternity. I am buſied 
with heaping up Millions of Years to 
reach it, and when I can add no 
more, 1 ſuppoſe the reſt; but all 
my innumerable Figures are but 
Trifles, and my Suppoſais vain and 
frivolous ; for 1 muſt at laſt throw ai! 
my Numbers and my Pen away, 
ſince inſtead of reaching the End, 1 
am not now, nor ever ſhall be, any 
farther than the Beginning of the 
firſt Moment of Eternity, as if it had 
a Second! as if the Firſt ſhould ever 
end. Alas! it has no Moments, it 

E bas 
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has no Meaſures of 'Time; it has no 
Time at all, for Eternity is when 
Time ſhall be no more. I ſee I muſt 
go no farther, I cannot attempt a 
Deſcription of Eternity, for tis be- 

ond my Capacity to think how 
— that is which has no Length, 
no End at all: Break off abruptly 
therefore, O my Soul, from this 
amazing Contemplation, for truly l 
am overwhelmed in the myſterious 
Depth of Eternity. 


The PRAYER. 


God of Terror, who art, to 

the wilful Deſpiſers of thy juſt 
Commands, a conſuming Fire, grant 
that I may uſe my utmoſt Diligence 
to obſerve thoſe Commands, and 
eſcape that Fire. Let me neverthink 
thy Puniſhments unequal, fince thy 
Laws are ſo juſt and righteous, and 
ſince thou art pleaſed to make me 
continual Offers of thy Grace to aſſiſt 
me in the Obſervance of them. If 
the aſtoniſhing Inſtances of thy Love 
cannot allure me to a Return of Gra- 
titude; if the Pleaſure and Satiſ- 
faction 
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faction of having done my Duty, can- 
not invite me to ſet about it; if the 
eternal Glories of thy Kingdom are 
not of Force h to oblige me to 
direct my Courſe thither, yet, at 
leaſt, may the Terrors of the Lord 
perſwade me. Let the Fears of thy 
everlaſting Diſpleaſure, and the fear- 
ful Torments of thine Anger, drive 
and force me to a Life of Holineſs 
and Piety, leſt I run upon theſe diſ- 
mal Effects of thy Wrath, and feel 
the inſupportable Load of thy burn- 
ing Vengeance. Make me ſenſible, 
O God, unable I am to bear the 
leaſt of all thoſe inſufferable Tor- 
ments which are prepared for them 
that live Lives of careleſs Eaſe and 
Pleaſures here. O let me not, I be- 
ſeech thee, receive my good Things in 
this Life, but let my Days and 
Nights be full of Mourning, and my 
Years of Trouble, ſo that l may eſcape 
the ſad Afflictions of Eternity. May 
I have my Cup brim-full of Sorrows 
here, and lie under the heavy Preſ- 
ſures even of a wounded Spirit, ra- 
ther than groan beneath the Terrors 
cf Deſpair in Hell, and the gnawing 

E 2 Worm 
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Worm that never dies. 'Thou, O 
Sun of Righteouſneſs, art my Light 
and my Life: How dreadful then will 
be a perpetual Separation from thy 
dear and comfortable Preſence! Grant 
therefore that I may ſo walk here 
in this Life, that when it is at an 
End, I may not be baniſh'd from thy 
Sight for ever, but may live and 
reign with thee in Life everlaſting, 
Amen. 


The Shame of appearing ſiriftly 


Pious. 


*rTIS a ſad Reflection, O my 

Soul, tothink that there ſhould 
be ſuch a Creature in the World as 
a Chriſtian aſhamed of Chriſt; yet 
there are great Numbers of ſuch 
Wiretches forgetful of the holy Name 
by which they are called. One would 
think indeed, that ſince they are fo 
ſhy in owning the Strictneſs and Pie- 
ty of their Chriſtian Profeſſion, they 
ſhould act generouſly and bare-faced, 
and openly diſown their Baptiſm, 
as well in Word as Peed; W 

conſi- 


ſpiſe it. 
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conſidering how little it will avail 
them. For ſince they are athamed 
to obſerve their baptiſmal Vow, that 


holy Sacrament will be ſo far from 


furthering their Salvation, that 49- 
dom and Gomorrah will find Mercy, 
in the Day of Judgment, ſooner 
than they. They read in the ſacred 
Writ, that they muſt not pray in the 
Corners of the Streets, nor perform 
any religious Duty, from a vain De- 
fire to be ſeen of Men; and from 
hence they take Refuge to excule 
themſelves from Diſcourſes, or pub- 
lick Acts of Charity, little conſider- 
ing that *tis the ſame thing whether 
they go to Hell as Hypocrites, or 
as Deſpiſers of the Simplicity of 
their holy Faith. Surely thoſe that 
bluſh at the holy Example of their 
Saviour, will find as little Mercy at 
his Hands, and feel the burning To- 
phet as hot as he that profeſſes him 
out of vain Glory! for *tis certain, 
that to do one's Duty (tho'* not from 
any exact Principle of Good) is far 
better than wholly to neglect and de- 
O my Soul, what extream 


Weakneſs and Folly are theſe baſhful 
E 3 Profeſſors, 
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Profeſſors, or rather Contemners 
of the Chriſtian Faith, guilty of? 
They are, indeed, generally ſuch as 
the miſtaken World ſets a Value on 
for their Prudence : Bur this is like 
the falſe and flattering World, to 
judge a Chriſtian prudent by that 
lofty Reſervedneſs of his Carriage, 
which is ſo far from the Simplicity 
of the Chriſtian Temper, by which 
indeed we ought wholly to abſtract 
the Man from all his outward Gran- 
deur and Accompliſhments, before 
we can paſs a right Judgment on 
him; for nothing is more certain, 
than that theſe very Men, whoſe 
haughty and affected Prudence can- 
not ſtoop to the ſevere Rules of Pie- 
ty, for fear of being reputed low-ſpi- 
rited, are very ſhort- ſighted, and act 
no otherwiſe than pitied Ideots. 
Like Children, they are afraid of 
Bugbears, and yet run into the Fire; 
for they are ſuch Cowards, as to fear 
them that can kill the Body, and then 
gan do no more, but they are aſhamed 
to fear him that can caft both Soul 
aud Body into Hell. 


But 
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But conſider, O my Soul, that the 
baſe Ingratitude of diſowning thy Sa- 
viour, is even greater than the Folly 
of it. Shall 1 ever be aſhamed to aſ- 
ſert and vindicate his Honour among 
the briskeſt Companions of Vice and 
Wickedneſs, when he was not aſha- 
med, for my Sake, to be born in a 
dirty Stable, and of the meaneſt Pa- 
rents; to undergo infinite Contempt 
and Reproaches in the World; to be 
apprehended as a 'Thief; to be tried 
and condemned as a guilty Felon; to 
be ſhamfully and openly whipp'd and 
ſcourged, in the View both of his 
Friends and Enemies ; and then, after 
innumerable Mocks and Taunts, to 
be hanged up and executed as a Ma- 
lefactor? Shall my Lord, and my 
Redeemer, who was a God, thus 
bear the Croſs, and deſpiſe the Shame, 
and all this for a Worm? and ſhall 
that Worm be aſhamed of his glori- 
ous Goſpel, and ſcorn to imitate his 
great Example of the ſtricteſt Inno- 
cence, Humility and Devotion? But 
the World will deride me: Let it, for 
then I ſhall be happy indeed, my 
Lord has afſur'd me (and I will be- 

E 4 lieve 
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lieve him) that if I am not aſbamed 
70 confeſs him before Men, he will 
certainly confeſs and own me before 
the Angels of God. This fame Con- 
tempt of Men for the Sake of Chriſt, 
ought to be no ſtrange thing to a 
Chriſtian; for it was one of the Con- 
ditions on which his holy Diſciples 
were to receive their Crowns: bo- 
ſoever will be my Diſciple, muſt take 
!p bis Croſs and follow me. And that 
they might expect no better Uſage 
in the World, he tells them, a little 
before his Paſſion, Ze hall be bated 
of all Men for my Name s ſake ; but 
'he that endures to the End ſhall be 
/aved. O my God! how happy then 
ſhall I be, if I am ſcorned for the 
Strictneſs of my Life, with the af- 
flicted Apoſtle, and become a Foul 
for Chriſt ® O that I might have this 
certain Character of a Diſciple of 
the bleſſed Jeſus / how would I tri- 
umph in the Shame? how would I 
exultin the Reproach, and even g/ory 
in the Croſs of Chriſt ? | 

O my Soul! ſhall I be aſhamed of 
the Life of Angels? Their happy 
Eternity is employed in praiſing and 
adoring 
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adoring their Creator, ſhall I then 
be afraid to be devour, or diſcourſe 
before Men on his Goodneſs and di- 
vine Perfections? Shall I be aſhamed 
of that for which 1 was born, and 
made a happy Member of the Church 
of God? Shall my Soul ſhrink back, 
and think that beneath its Notice, 
which is of all Things the moſt ſuit- 


able to its Angel-like Nature, and 


for which alone it was created? Let 
the World laugh at the Folly of the 
Croſs, it will weep eber long, and 
then it will be my Turn to ſing and 
triumph, and my Mirth will then be 
eternal, as their Fears. I can chear- 
fully ſuffer the Derifian of wicked 
Men, whilſt the Angels in Heaven 
rejoice, and applaud my Courage; 
and certainly I ſhall not be ſo mad, 
as to let Fools laugh me out of Hea- 
ven and everlaſting Happineſs! for 
if I cowardly ſhrink back at the 
childiſh Cenſures of” Men, and am 
aſhamed of Chriſt and bis Truth le- 
fore them, he has poſitively threat- 
ened to be ofhamed of me, when be 
comes into the Glory of bis Father. 


E 5 | Laugh. 
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Laugh on then, ye mighty Men of 
Statelineſs and worldly Repute, it is 
not beneath my Quality to be Reli- 

ious, and ſubmit to the loweſt Of- 
ho of my Chriſtian Calling; nor 
will I run upon this fearful Doom, 
for fear of leſſening my Repute with 
you, or being ridicuF'd by the little 
Cenfures of the Wits. I can be con- 
tented to obey my Saviour's Directi- 


ons, and enter into Heaven with the | 


Simplicity of a Child, and you may 
walk on merrily, and like Men of 
Parts, another Way. But you had 
beſt ſtop, and think a little, before you 


go too far, how ſhamefully you will 
come off at laſt, when the Redeemer | 


of others ſhall be , of yen, and 
ye ſhall ſtand expoſed to the utmoſt 
Scorn of God, Angels and Men, and 
with Shame and Contempt be ſent 
away fromthe Throne of God into a 
Place of eternal Baniſhment and Con- 
fuſiem. | 
Let your Light fo ſhine before Men, 
is a poſitive Command of my God 
and Saviour, and ſhall I venture to 
trample upon his Commands ? Shall 
{ boldly ruſh on into a wilful Diſo- 
bedience, 
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bedience, and deſperately break a 
divine Law ſo expreſs as this? My 
Candle was not gven me 7o put under 
a Buſhel, nor my Talent to be wrapt 
up and bidden from the Sight of Men: 
I will therefore take Care to hy it 
out, and improve it to my Maſter's 
Honour and Advantage, that ſo I 
may at laſt give a chearful Account of 
my Stewardſhip, and may inberit the 
Reward of the good and faithful Ser- 
vant, Enter thou intothe Foy of thy 
Lord. 

There is no fort of Sin, orWicked- 
nefs in the World, that ever ruined 
ſo many Souls, as the ill Example of 
Men. The Careleſsneſs of thoſe with 
whom we daily converſe, who are 
Men of Repute in the World for Ho- 
neſty and prudent Behaviour, makes 
us think, that if we come to their 
Life, we are ſecure enough; at leaſt 
as ſecure as moſt Men, and we think 
we may venture our Souls as well as 
they. x 
Thus, when we ſee Men are not 
Drunkards, or Glutrons, Swearers, 
Profaners of the Lord's Day, or the 
like; if they avoid Adultery, Co- 

E 6 vetouſ 
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vetouſneſs, and notorious Sins, we 
reckon them fit Patterns for us to 
follow ; and ſo if we can bur live as 
they do, fooliſhly promiſe ourſelves 
1 Glories of 4 Kingdom, into 
which, if we ſtop here, we ſhall 
never enter. Since then, my Soul, 
this general ill Example of the care- 
leſs World is the Cauſe of its own 
Ruin, and makes good the Truth 
of that ſevere Sentence, that few ſal 
enter into Heaven, I muſt not help 
to make the Number fewer, by be- 
ing cold in my Chriſtian Calling, or 
aſhamed to make amore zealous Pro- 
feſſion of it, than the luke-warm Pre- 
tenders to it. I will rather endea- 
vour, with my utmoſt Zeal, to repair 
the fatal Miſchief, and by Diligence 
and Courage in my great Maſter's 
Service, will not be aſham'd to ſhew 
Men that I am frriving to enter in 


_ at the ſtrait Gate. I will walk ſo cir- 


cumſpetily before God and Men, and 
let my Light ſo ſhine before them, as, 
if poſſible, to allure them to be my 
Fellow- Travellers to a continual City. 
For thy Support then, O my Soul, in 
the Performance of this holyReſoluti- 
on 
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on of ſtanding up for thy Redeemer's 
Honour, notwithſtanding the fil] 
Cenſures of Men, take * with 
thee the great Examples of this holy 
Courage which the Book of God 
has laid before thee, for thy Imi- 
tation. 

How fervent an Example of this 
was the holy Pſalmiſt, that devout 
and humble Pattern of Courage, in 
ſetting forth the Glory of God, even 
to the Abaſement of his own! I 
bluſh at my own Backwardneſs in 
ſhewing myZeal for God, when I 
conſider the high Example of his in 
the moſt publick and exalted Man- 
ner that the moſt ardent Zeal could 
prompt you to. The Ark of God 
was brought to the City of David, 
which filled his Royal Heart with 
ſuch a Meaſure of devout Gladneſs, 
that to welcome it, he laid by his 
Kingly Robes, put on a Surplice, and 
to teſtify his pious Joy, fell to dau- 
cing before the Ark with all bis Might, 
and that in the Sight of all his Cour- 
tiers and the People. The bluſhin 
Queen ſaw it, and thought it 
much beneath his Royal Dignity, as 

to 
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to ſcorn and ridicule him for it, 
2 the Contempt and Paſſion of 
a Spirit too t to brook 
the — Debaſement of her Hus- 
band's Majefty. Ard Michal, Saut's 
Daughter, looked through a Window, 
and ſaw King David dancing before 
the Lord, and ſhe deſpiſed bim. And 
ſhe came out to meet him, aud fcorn- 
fully ſaid, How glorious was the King 
Ifrael to Day, who uncover d bin- 
ie the Eyes of the Handmaids of 
his Servants, as one of the vain Fel- 
lows ſhamefully uncovereth bimſelf / 
Here was an open Contempr, enough 
to put him out of Countenance, and 
would certainly have made us bluſh 
at the Forwardneſs of his tranſported 
Zeal, had he not had a true Reliſh of 
Piety and Fervour ; but his Anſwer 
ſhew'd how far he was from being 
aſnam d: And David [aid unto Mi- 
chal, It was before the Lord, which 
choſe me before thy Father, and be- 
fore all his Houſe, to appoint me 
Ruler over the of the Lord. 
And I will be yet more vile than this, 
and will le bale in my own Sight, &c. 


O my 
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O my Soul, how very glorious and 
heroick was this Action of the Royal 
t! How great and honoura- 
ble was he at this Inftant in the Eyes 
of God, though the Abjects had him 
in Deriſion! The bleſſed ls above 
would ſurely emulate ſuch a Zeal as 
this; for he bravely ſcorned the Con- 
tempt of Men, and gladly made 
himſelf vile in their Eyes, and his 
own too, that he might be dear in 
the Sight of Heaven, 

This a King did, a King whoſe 
Name was terrible for Valour, and 
whoſe Friendſhip was humbly courted 
by the greateſt Princes round abour 
him : And yet his Grandeur could not 
make him aſhamed to lay aſide all 
his Honour, and ſtoop to the mean- 
eſt Inftances of a true Piety,by which 
he might advance to the Glory of a 
greater King. Surely then ſuch a 
Zeal forthe Honour of my Redeemer, 
will not be beneath me, whoſe Vile- 
neſs makes me unworthy to ſpeak, 
or even think of this holy Monarch, 
without riſing up at his facred Me- 
mory, and celebrating the devout 
and heavenly Ardour of his — 

cart. 
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Heart. Conſider, O my Soul, the 
Apoſtles, thoſe bigh Patterns of Cou- 
rage, in the midſt of publick Scorn, 
when they were had before Kings and 
Princes for his Natne's ſake : And 
after they had been ſhamefully beaten, 
and diſmiſſed, for preaching in the 
Name of Feſus, and planting his 
holy Doctrine, they departed from 
the Preſence of the Council, re- 
joycing that they were counted wor- 
thy to ſuffer Shame for his Name. 
And notwithſtanding the Abuſes of 
the Great, and Reproaches of the 
Rulers, yet daily in the Temple, and 
in every Houſe, they ceaſed not to 
preach Feſus Chriſt. | 

How great, my Soul, was St. 
Paul's Deſire of glorifying God with- 
out reſpect to outward Repute, or 
the Eſteem of the cenſuring World ? 
How burning was his earneſt Zeal 
after the Converſion of Souls, and 
the Honour of his great Maſter ? 
What a divine Example of deſpiſing 
the vain Judgments and Reproach of 
Men, does he ſhew himſelf to his 
dear Philippians © I bope that I 
Hall in nothing be aſhamed, but that 
with 
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with all Boldneſs, as always, ſo now 
alſo, ſpall Chriſt be magnified in my 
Body, whether it be by Life or by 
Death. Being reviled, we bleſs; 
being defamed, we entreat. We are 
made as the Filth of the World, and 
are the off-[conring of all things, to 
this Day. Therefore I take Pleaſure 
in Reproaches, in Neceſſities, in Per- 
ſecutions for Chriſt's /ake ; for when I 
am weak, then I am firong. We are 
Fools for Chriſt's /ake ; we are weak, 
ye are bonourable, but we are deſpi- 
ſed. 
This great Apoſtle was five times 
ſcourg'd and whipp'd ; as often buf- 
feted, and once ſtoned in the moſt 
contumelious Manner; yet he ſtill 

rſiſted in the open Profeſſion of his 

ly Faith; and after all ſays, that 
he was not aſhamed of the Goſpel of 
Chriſt. And ſhall I be afraid to pub- 
liſh the Goodneſs of my God, or be 
diſhearten d from vindicating his Ho- 
nour, whenever a rich or gaudy Sin- 
ner dares expoſe him in his Railery 
and infipid Reflect ions on Piety, and 
a mortified Temper! What, ſhall I 
be afraid to reprove an Atheiſt for 
{wearing 
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ſwearing by that Holy Name by 
which 1 am called, and tamely hear 
him in his impious Oaths abuſe the 
precious Blood and Wounds of my 
dear Redeemer ? Shall I thus baſely 
betray the Honour of my great God 
and Maſter, and ſhrink back from 
defending his Goodneſs, as if it were 
an Attempt too bold, and * 
to good Breeding, to co an 
honourable and wealthy Wretch, 
who makes bold with God himſelf, 
"fone the ener jay which mack 
a t t Maj whic 
the bold and OE rem out of 
Duſt and Aſhes? No, my Soul, let 
his Barns be full, and his Bags too; 
let his Titles ſwell to never ſo large 
a Catalogue ; ler him fetch his long- 
winded Pedigree from the antient 
Emperors ; let his crouching Te- 
nants and Liveries fill a City ; let 
him, with his Brother in the Goſpel, 
wear Purple, go fine, fare ſumptuonſly 
every Day, yet will I never ſuffer 
him, without a ſevere Reproof, to 
abuſe Piety and Religion, or any 
ways to affront my dear Lord and 
Maſter. Sooner ſhall my TR 
cleave 
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up for me at the End of it. 
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cleave to the Roof of my Mouth, 
than lie ſtill and ceaſe to aſſert the 
Greatneſs of that ſacred Name, 
againſt the mightieſt Contemners of 
it: That Name which the very Pow- 
ers of Darkneſs dread, and in whom 
they believe and tremble. 


The PRAYER. 


Eternal and Almighty God, 
who haſt ſaid, that thoſe that 
honour thee, thou wilt honour ; but 
they that deſpiſe thee ſhall be light- 
ly eſteemed, ſuffer me not at any 
Time to be diſheartned from pro- 
claiming thy Goodneſs among the 
wicked Deſpiſers of it, vor fear what 
Man can do unto me. Let me ever 
glory in thy holy Name, even in the 
midſt of thoſe that ſwear by it, and 
be in all Places as ready to aſſert my 
Chriſtian Profeſſion, as others are to 
diſown it. Grant that I may never be 
aſham'd to ſhew the greateſt Ear- 
neſtneſs and Courage in my Chriſtian 


Warfare, fince I ſhall not be aſnam d 


to expect my Crown of Reward laid 
And 
ſince 
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ſince the Servant is not above his 
Lord, may the inſolent Crowd, to 
my deſpiſed Saviour, when they 


laugh'd him to Scorn, make me ex- 
pect no better Uſage, and excite me : 


to paſs by the Mocks and Reproach 


of Men, as beneath the Notice and 


Courage of a Soldier of Chriſt, the 
Captain of my Salvation. O let me 


never be hardned into ſuch a Forget- 


fulneſs of my baptiſmal V ow, by my 
Backwardneſs in the Defence of thy 
holy Name, as to renounce thee in- 
ſtead of the Pomps and Vanities of 
this wicked World, leſt thou, the 
Judge of all Men, ſhouldſt at laſt re- 
nounce me before God, and the holy 
Angels. Not only the Greatneſs of 
thy Majeſty, by thy divine Good- 
neſs, makes thy Service to be the 
higheſt Honour ; and therefore, in- 
ſtead of being aſhamed to confeſs thee 
before Men, let me ever, with the 
holy Pfalmiſt, make my Boaſt in the 
Lord ; that ſo at the Day of Fudg- 
ment, I may appear before thy great 
Tribunal with Hope and Confidence, 
and may be able to ſay, I have not 
refrained my Lips, O Lord, tho: 
85 Enoweßt. 
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knoweſt, May J ever conſider, O my 
God, that the eternal Rewards of 
thy Kingdom are well worth the moſt 
ſhameful! Sufferings of this Life; and 
that the Honour and Repute which I 
may loſe here by a forward Zeal to thy 
Glory, will be fully made up in the 
future Enjoyment of aneternal Crown 
of Honour: Ard it's ſure a happy 
Bargain to ſuffer a little Shame on 
Earth, and be made an Heir of Hea- 
ven. To foregothe Reputation of the 
World for the glorious 'Titles ct the 
Sons of God, is a good Exchange; 
and let the 'Thoughts of this, I be- 
ſeech thee, inſpire me with Courage 
enough to break through all the Dif- 
ficulties of Scorn and Cenſure, ra- 
ther than be diſ:wn'd and rejected by 
thee, and at laſt ſhut out from thy 
bliſsful Preſence, with that fearful 
Sentence, Depart from me, I know 
ye not. Amen. | 


ETHINKS I here live mer- 
rily in the World, paſs away 


my Time in careleſs Eaſe and Brisk- 
neſs. 
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neſs. They talk that this World is 


full of Troubles, but 1 am ſure 1 | 


want for nothing ; for whilſt ma 
others eat the Bread of Carefulneſs, 
1 live at Eaſe and Pleaſure, free 
from Sickneſs, and ſecure from Want. 
But let me ſtop a little and conſider, 
Will this laſt always? Will there not 
come a Day when all theſe Enjoy- 
ments, and even I myſelf, ſhall be 
no more? I am now indeed in Health 
and Vigour ; but ſo were many Men 
the laſt Month, that are now in ano- 
ther World, and I am made like 
them, and ſubje& to thoſe Diſeaſes 
that ſent them to their Graves. 'This 
is a ſad Meditation to me, that live and | 
enjoy the World, tothink that I muſt 
part with it e er long. But fince a ſe- 
rious Reflection on my Departure out 
of this Life may be uſeful to a ſpeedy 
Preparation for another, I will retire 
a little to my Cloſet, or yonder pri- 
vate Walk, and there meditate a while 
on the Day of my Death. 

As certain, O my Soul, as thou art 
now thinking, ſo certain is it that 
thou ſhalt ſhortly be ſeparated from 
this Body. Lock back upon all the 

Ages 
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Ages of the World, and conſider 
what is become of all the Men that 
lived in them: Truly they are all 
gone away; not one ſhall we find, 
but what has left this World, and 
ſhall never return to it again. M 
Anceſtors, who have inherited t 
Lands, and inhabited this Houſe, 
are all dead ; have taken an eternal 
Leave of this Eſtate of theirs: And 
as ſure as they left it me, fo ſhall I 
Thortly leave it another, and bid adieu 
to this handſome Seat, and all my 
Wealth beſides. Unhappy Man! 
why then do I takeall this Care, and 
am ſollicitous to encreaſe thoſe 


Riches which will ſo ſuddenly be none 


of mine? Why do I thus concern my 
ſelf with other Men's Buſineſs, and neg- 
lect the grand Affair of eternal Life! 
I am at preſent call'd Maſter of the 
Houſe ; but 1 ſhall ſoon be carried 
out of it, a helpleſs Corpſe, ſhunn'd 
by the meaneſt of my Servants, and 
be removed to another Houſe, the 
Houſe of Mourning, not above fix 
Foot long, and a Yard high : Thus 
will the Body be diſpoſed of. But I 
have another Part about me that will 
never 
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never die, an immortal Soul, that 
muſt be for ever in another W orld: 
Now which of theſe two is the greater 
Concern, and require the greater 
Care? Why do l not think oftner 
of Death then, fince it will ſo cer- 
tainly ſeize upon me? My Father, 
not many Years ſince as healthy as 
myſelf, is dead, and lies yonder, a 
Coffin full of Duſt. Now 'tis im- 
poſſible for a mortal Father to beget 
an immortal Son ; *tis certain there- 
fore that my Coffin will ſhortly be with 
his, and then the Eſtate which he 
once called his, and now I call mine, 
will be taken from us both by a third 
Man, who will likewiſe come to us 
in a little Time, and leave it to I 
know not whom. A fine World this 
is to ſet one's Heart upon 
But as Death is certain, O my Soul, 
ſo tis very haſty too; for ſeven Years 
(and the Law allows me to live no 
longer) is a Trifle; and if 1 ſhould 
live thirty Years from this Day, I 
ſhall at laſt ſay that's a Trifle too. 
Bur if 1 look into the Neighbour- 
hood, I ſhall find, that of fifty People, 
who thirty Years ſince were as old 
| as 
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as lam now, forty, at leaſt, are under 
Ground. I may leave this World 
to Morrow ; but if I do not, vet the 
Day is coming when I may truly ſay, 
I ſhall die to Morrow: And ſhall 
I not at that Time think it true, 
that Death is haſty, and my Life 
ſhort ? 

I now vainly propoſe to myſelf 
many Years to come (no queſtion 
but my Father thought ſo too) and 
yet thoſe promiſed Years are no- 
thing now, but are all vaniſhed, and, 
like Tim, gone for ever. I think twen- 
ty Years a long Time; but if 1 look 
back upon twenty Years that are paſt, 
it will ſhew me my Miſtake, for they 
appear but as Yeſterday; and tis cer- 
tain, that the Vears to come will be no 
longer than the Years paſt. 

Conſider, O my Soul, in Time 
conſider, that this Death will pur an 
End to all my Greatneſs here. All 
my Money and my Purchaſes, which 
now, inſtead of Watching, and the Du- 
ties of Holineſs, employ my Time, 
will then be torn away from me, 
and paſs to others. It will then ap- 
pear I have been labouring to make 

F ſome- 
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ſome body elſe rich ; and will it not 
then be a ſad Reflection, to think that 
I have ſpent my Time to be damn d 
for another Man, and muſt endure 
endleſs 'Torments for I know not 
whom? All my Gaiety, and theſe fine 
Cloaths, will then be turned into a 
Shrowd, and not any thing of my 
Finery will remain, but the Pride of 
it to be anſwered for. Perhaps I 
have now a Title of Reſpect beyond 
the lower Rank of Men; but all that 
I ſhall then be call 'd, will be a dead 
Corpſe, and the Miniſter will rudely 
forget my Title of Diſtinction, and 
cry, Earth to Earth, Aſhes to Aſhes, 
Diſt to Duſt. 

To be ſatisfied of the Truth of 
this, let us ſtep a little, O my Soul, 
to yonder Vault, where my Kindred 
lie interred, and there ſee what the 
Greatneſs of this World comes to, 
and take a more ſenſible View of what 
I myſelf muſt quickly be. How dark 
and ſilent is this horrible Place! Here 
is no living Creature but myſelf and 
Worms. My Candle burns dim, and 
I am frighted ; my Blood chills for 
fear of thoſe who were once my deareſt 

Friends ; 
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Friends ; but I am reſolved to venture 
forward, and to make my Meditations 
on this doleful Subject more exact, 
I'll ranſack this Chamber of Death; 
and ſince none are here to keep me 
Company, I'll converſe with the Dead, 
and diſcourſe a while to them that 
cannot hear me; I'll go and open that 
Coffin there, whoſe Inſcription tells 
me that my Mother lies within. All 
the tender Inſtances of her Love 
come now afreſh into my Memory, 
and I am reſolved once more to ſee 
her, and requite her Affection, by 
ſhedding a filial Tear over thoſe dear 
Remains of hers. I long to ſee that 
ſmiling Face again with which ſhe 
died; for methought her Counte- 
nance look'd fadly amiable, as ſhe caſt 
her dying Eyes upon us, and parted 
from us in a Smile of Love. O God 
what do I fee? Lying Epitaph! is 
this my Mother? Was I born of this 
putrid Duſt? Did I proceed from a 
that breeds theſe loathſome 
Worms, and all theſe noiſome Ver- 
min? Is it true then, that theſe clam- 
my Pieces of corrupted Fleſh were 
once the well-proportion'd Body of 
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her that bore me? Where then are 
the tender Breaſts that nouriſh'd my 
Infancy, and the Arms with which ſhe 
uſed toclapme? Alas! here's nothing 
left but crawling Lumps of Filth and 
Putrifaction. How grim and fear- 
ful looks the naked Skull ! Are theſe 
the Smiles! Is the dying Calmneſs 
of her Countenance all turned to 
this! Here are the Hollows, but the 
Eyes are now devoured, which lan- 

iſh'd with ſo much mournful Sweet- 
neſs, when ſhe caſt them towards 
me, as ſhe lay gaſping, to faulter out 
her Bleſſing, the laſt Expreſſion of 
her Love to me. Where are the Lips 
which, as ſhe bleſſed me, trembled and 
turned pale, as the ſad Forerunner of 
her Change ? Here's nothing but the 
Orifice of her Mouth, all full of clam- 
my Duſt, with a frightful Appear- 
ance of an imperfect Row of Teeth, 
which only ſerve to make the meager 
Sight more diſmal, and add Liveli- 
neſs to the Horror. 

O loathſome State of all Men in 
the Grave! I knew it was ill enough; 
but at my opening the Coffin, I little 
thought of ſuch a Diſappointment : 

For 
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For inſtead of pale and ghaſtly Looks, 
which I expected, I find no Face at 
all, nor any thing elſe but an amazing 
Object of Grief and Wonder. Haſte 
away then, O my Soul, from this 
filent Room of Dread and Horror, 
and approach not the reſt of theſe 


broken Coffins here: Thou haſt al- 


ready ſeen enough to diſcourage any 
farther Search among the filthy Re- 
licts of the Dead. I will return 
to the ſolitary Walk from whence 
I came, and there purſue my Re- 
flections on this melancholly Ad- 
venture, and take a farther Proſ- 
pect on the Day of my Death. O 
my Soul ! what haſt thou now been 
ſeeing! how fearful were all the ghaſt- 
ly Appearances of yonder Corpſe ! 
How damp and earthy was the Smell! 
What deadly Miſts of corrupted 
Sweat exhaled from the Scraps of the 
devoured Corpſe ! How full was the 
Vault of cold and pernicious Steams, 
from each rotting Carcaſs there] Now 
indeed I believe the Relation which 
I have read of a young Hermit, 
© who was paſſionately in Love with 
* a Lady that ſoon after died; but 
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© he could not diſengage his Fancy 
* from the Thoughts of her, till at 
© laſt going privarely to her Vault, 
© after a Fortnight's Burial, he takes 
e a full View of all her ghaſtly De- 
© formities, and with his Coat wipes 
< off the corrupted Moiſture from 
© the Carcaſs; and ſo as oft as his 
© Paſfion returned he looked upon 
©© that, and faid, Behold the Beauty 
© of the Woman I did ſo much de- 
© fire! which at laſt cured him of his 
© former Fancies.” Go then, ye in- 
conſiderate Lovers of the World, 
heap up Riches, and ſecure Eſtates ; 
but know this, that at laſt the utmoſt 
Benefit of all your Wealth ſhall be 
a ſplendid Coffin with gilt Hinges. 
A great Purchaſe to throw away Time 
and an immortal Soul upon! Tofol- 
low all the glittering Follies of the Age, 
that ye may at laſt be cloathed with a 
little Flannel and a great deal of Cor- 
ruption! To gratify your luxurious 
Appetites a while with the Pleaſures 
of the moſt luſcious Fare that is, that 
you may prepare a Carcaſs ready pam- 
per'd for the Worms! Go, proud 
Woman, if you can endure it, w an 
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unburied Corpſe of Quality, that has 
lain but a Week above Ground, and 
there ſee what all your Perfumes will 
at laſt come to, when your Friend; 
will keep from you, to avoid the 
Stench of your tainted Body. Be am- 
bitious after worldly Glory, and nu- 
merous 'Titles of applauded Ho- 
nour, and then take St. Auſtin's Me- 
ditations, and ſee the Account he 
there gives of C ſar's buried Body, 
the Skull of which he found with a 
Toad in the Mouth, bred, perhaps, in 
the ſame Place. How lictle did the 
Emperor think of this, in the Height 
of his Conqueſts, and the 'Top of all 
his Glory! Since then, my Soul, 
Death is ſo certain, ſo haſty, and is 
the Ruin of all worldly Grandeur, 
ſurely I am plainly diſtracted, if L 
ſpend either my Time or my Thoughts 


about theſe worldly Things, that will 


leave me ſo certainly, and ſo ſoon. I 
ſee then I muit betake myſelf to a 
more earneſt Conſideration of this 
great Concern. And fince I am now 
entred upon this mournful Subject, 
I'll go through with it, till I reduce 
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my Meditation into Practice, that it 
may not be in vain. 

And that my Thoughts may be 
the more exact in this great Aﬀair, 
that they may not proceed only from 
Fears and melancholly Reflections, 
but be guided by a rational Enquiry, 
I will go and viſit a Friend of mine, 
who lived in great Repute, but now 
lies upon his dying Bed, and I will 
ask him what he thinks of this World, 
and another. *Tis true, I doubt he 
has been but little acquainted with the 
other ; but I am ſure he can give me 
an exact Account of this. Come 
then, my Soul, let us pay a Viſit, 
which it is likely may be the laſt. I 
will not be afraid, for my late Con- 
verſe with the Dead will harden me 
beyond the Reach of Fear, at the 
Sight of my departing Neighbour. 
And beſides, both his 
our near Acquaintance ſeem to re- 

uire the Civility of a Viſit, where I 
am reſolved, if poſſible, to be ſatis- 
fied of a dying Worldling's laſt Con- 
ceptions. of the World : For dying 
Mens Thoughts of theſe things muſt 
needs be the cleareſt, ſince they ceaſe 
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to be partial, and have the trueſt Ideas 
of what is paſt, and the moſt ſenſible 
Proſpect of what's to come. 

What bitter Groans are theſe I 
hear ! what Fears of a dejected Spi- 
rit have ſeized upon my Friend! 
Surely this is not the uſual Temper 
of him, whom I have always known 
ſo jovial and couragious ! Why ſtand 
ye thus about him, ye helpleſs Mourn- 
ers, and do not turn your inſignifi- 
cant Tears and mournful Looks into 
Prayer and conſolatory Advice in this 
ſad Juncture of Fears and Terrors? 
I ſee here's no room for Queſtions, nor 
any Opportunity of converſing with 
him about my intended Subject: But 
hark! 1 hear him complain of ſome 
fatal Miſtake he has committed, in 
ſetting his Heart upon that which 
will now be no longer his. 

O curſed Eſtate that has undone 
me ! Ye baſe, deceitful Riches, will 
ye leave me then at this bitter Hour 
of Diſtreſs? Ungrateful World ! 
thou haſt had my Heart, and doſt 
thou thus requite me for it? Will 


pye not purchaſe for me (1 do not ſay 


the Kingdom of Heaven, for 1 deſpair 
F-$ of 
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of coming thither) but cne Day's 
Reſpite from theſe Gripes of Terror, 
theſe aching Pangs of my deſpairing 
Soul, now falling into Torments, ne- 
ver to come back again! O cruel 
gnawing Worm, art thou come to 
torment me before my Time © I was 
told indeed, by him that might have 
been my Saviour, of the never-dying 
Rage of Conſcience in the burning 
Lake, but I never fear'd it before 
my Entrance thither ; and I queſtion- 
ed not to eſcape it there, by a timely 
Repentance before my Death: And 
behold now the intended Time of 
my Repentance is tocome, I have not 
now Grace enough to offer up a de- 
vout Prayer to that God whoſe Ser- 
vice never uſed to be my Buſineſs. 
Fain would I now repent, and can- 
not; all 1 can now do, is to curſe m 
Holly, and be ſorry for the enſuing 
Puniſhment of my Sins; and thus 
far the tormented Spirits do repent. 
I did intend, before this fatal Hour 
came, to have been very bountiful to 
the Poor, and have purchaſed my 
Feace with God at the Price of a 
good Part of my Eſtate. 3 2 
cd! 


S 28 8 8 


no 
me 
O 
Ex 
gi 
th 
O 
ne 
M 
an 
m 


it 


Of Death. 131 


God! I now perceive I muſt ſuffer 
for that very Intention, in having ſuch 
low Thoughts of anAlmighty God, as 


to ex he would be fatisfied with 
Money, for theViolation of his Com- 
mands, and my Diſtruſt of his Provi- 
dence. f 

O vain bewitching Pleaſures, will 
ye leave me thus? When I was of 


late ſo eager in the Chaſe of you, 


how little did I expect this dreadful 
Hour, and theſe Fears of Hell, which 
now damp and embitter all my for- 
mer Sports and ſenſual Pleaſures ? 
O this is a ſad Hour, that purs an 
End to all my Enjoyments, and be- 
gins the Sorrows of Eternity! Let 
the Miniſter be quickly ſent for; but, 
O God, the Mention of him brings 
new Fears and Terrors to my guilty 
Mind ; for I have all his Sermons to: 

anſwer for which I have heard, com- 
mended, and forgotten. I thought 
it beneath my Repute and Dignity to 
take Notice of his Reproofs, or ſub- 
mit to his tedious Rules of deſpiſing 


the World and my Eſtate for the ſake 


of Heaven. Butnow I beſeech him, 
with all the Humility of a dying Sup- 
F 6 plicant, 
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plicant, to interceed forme at his Ma- 
ter's Throne, and offer up his earneſt 
Prayers in my Behalf : But to what 
Purpoſe ? It is in vain to hope they 
will prevail for one, who has not Grace 
enough to join in this laſt Office for 
his wretched Soul. No, did theſe 
Deſires of mine proceed from a true 
Senſe of the Goodneſs of that God 
whom I have offended, they would 
argue my Condition not ſodeſperate; 
but I muſt confeſs, they are cauſed 
only by the Fears of that dreadful 
Puniſhment I am haſtening to. How 
little did I once expect this Deadneſs 
of Heart, and theſe Diſtractions in 
my Sickneſs, when I deſign'd it for 
the Time of my Repentance, and 
fooliſhly reſolv'd to reconcile myſelf 
then to my lighted God? Farewel 
then all ye mourning Friends about 
me, ye Job's Comforters, that can- 
not help me in my deplorable Condi- 
tion: Farewel for ever ! and remem- 
ber the dying Condition of a deſpair- 
ing Sinner now going to God's Tri- 
bunal, there to be condemn'd for not 
working ont my Salvation with Fear 
and Trembling. But ſee, my Soul, | 
Death | 
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Death now begins to put a Stop to 
his imperfect Speech, and hinders the 
Continuance of his ſad Complaints: 
Lo! his bitter Accents end in confu- 
ſed and unintelligible Cries, which 
ſeem to ſpeak the Terrors that are 
within. What a diſmal Combat is here 
betwixt thediſmay'd and fearful Soul, 
and the ſtruggling Body! This 
Death is terrible indeed ! I am now 
ſatisfied of the Opinion which careleſs 
Men have of the World when they 
come to die, and give an impartial 
Judgment of it. Tis true, many 
wretched Worldlings (whoſe Condi- 
tion is equally deſperate with this 
complaining Sinner's) die without 
any of theſe viſible Diſturbances, be- 
cauſe they are ſtupid, and not ſoſen- 
ſible as he of their approaching Mi- 
ſeries : But the Condition of all who 
have lived like him, muſt needs be 
alike hopeleſs, though they may ſeem 
to ſmother their inward Fears, and 
ſad Dejections of Spirit. If then I 
do not take Care to prevent the like 
Cauſe of Complaint at my laſt Hour, 
by a timely bidding adieu to all the 
Hindrances of Piety, I ſhall _ de- 
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ſerve thoſe Miſeries, the Apprehenſi- 
ons of which over-whelm'd this fear- 
ful Soul with theſe black Thoughts, 
and convulſive Terrors of Deſpair. 
Conſider, O my Soul, that I ſhall 
die but once: There's no returning 
back from the Tribunal of God, to 
amend my former Life, or make 
Amends for thoſe Sins, for which I 
ſhall there receive my Doom. Could 
that indeed be obtained, the Folly 
of a careleſs Life would be the more 


excuſable: But once Dead, and I am 


ſaved, or loſt for ever. I have but 
one Age to live, and ſhall I ſquander 
it away, and employ it about the 
Trifles of an Eſtate? Could that 
Eſtate indeed purchaſe me thoſe 
Treaſures in Heaven, which God ſent 
me hither to ſecure, it were worth 
my while to value it: But inſtead of 
that, to forfeit thoſe very Treaſures 
for the Sake of it, and exchange 
away eternal Happineſs for the Sake 
of a few Years Enjoyment here, is 
that a Bargain for a wiſe Man? O 
that rich Men were wiſe, that they 
umderſtood this; that they would con- 
ſider their latter End. 

What 
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What hinders then, O my Soul, 
but that 1 may put theſe Reſolutions 
of preparing for Death, even now, 
into Execution? It will make me me- 
lancholly, or, at leaſt, diſturb my Plea- 
ſures. It will ſo, or elſe where's the 
Benefit ? But after a little Time, 
when Piety is by a conſtant Courſe 
become more familiar to me, the 
Thoughts of Death will then be 
ſweet, and itsſelf welcome. When 
I know myſelf prepared to enter into 
my Maſter's Foy, I ſhall daily pant 
after my Change, and be ever ready 
to ſay, Lord, now letteſt thou thy Ser- 
vant depart in Peace, that mine Eyes 
may ſee thy Salvation“ What then 
can hinder me? It's Time enough: 
But am I ſure of that? and if nor, 
is it the Part of a wiſe Man to ven- 
ture the Loſs of Heaven upon Un- 
certainties? I have now Time, but 
ſhall I always have it? God calls me 
now, ſhall I trifle with him, and 
boldly tell him, fince he has given 
me Time enough, I'll come at my 
Leiſure? God knows, the Queſtion 
is not when ſhall I die? bur if it hap- 
pen now, even whilſt I am reading, 
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am I now ready for it? 'The Wretch 
whom but now I viſited, was undone 
(I heard him ſay fo) by intending to 
repent. He had, he knew, a Part 
to act, and he put it off till his Ta- 
per was expiring, and then, Lord! 
what a ſad Epilogue did he make? 
O! how he went trembling off the 
Stage. 


The PRAYER. 


God! thou great Redeemer of 
the World, who by thy Re- 
ſurrection didſt triumph over Death, 
ſuffer it not to arreſt me unawares; 
but grant, that I may live in a con- 
tinual Expectation of it, and ſo be 
prepared, not only to meet it, but 
even to bid it welcome, and receive 
it as a joyful Meſſenger, ſent to let 
me into thy Palace, and crown me 
with Life eternal. I am now, O 
God, reſolved upon a daily Contem- 
plation of my laſt Hour, and hum- 
bly implore thy Grace to enable me 
to live as I ſhall then wiſh I had 

done. Thou haſt thought fit to 
conceal the Hour from me; —_ 
ive 
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live then as if it were this Hour, even 
whilſt I am offering up this Prayer 
at thy Throne. O that when it 
comes, it may find me ſo doing! 'The 
Apprehenſions of Death are very 
dreadful to the Wicked, that are not 
ready for it, and its Agonies are 


| feared even by the Righteous. Be 


thou then, O Lord, my Support in 
that Hour of Trial, and 5 a firm 
and well- grounded Hope be my Re- 
fuge againſt the Sting of Death, 
and thy Mercy my Shield againſt the 
Terrors of it. Thou haſt given me 
the Day of Life, to do the great 
Work of my Salvation; and there- 
fore ſuffer me not fooliſhly to delay 
it, till the Night of Death comes, 
when no Man can work. I beſeech 


thee, grant that I may not only buſy 


my Time in contriving how to ſettle 


my Abode, and fix my Habitation 


in the World, fince I know that I 
am haſtening away, and that the End 
of my Journey will likewiſe put an 
End to all my Deſigns. I am tra- 
velling to Canaan, O let me not ſet 
my Heart ſo much upon the Wil- 
derneſs, as to forget the Promiſed 
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Land, and loſe my Hopes of en- 
tering into thy Reſt. But grant, that 
through the Holineſs of my Life, 
and a daily Proſpect of my Death, I 


may paſſionately wiſh for * happy 


Hour, and meet it at laſt with the ear- 
neſt Prayer of thy beloved Apoſtle, 


Come, Lord Jeſus, come quickly. Amen. | 


Md. — — * 


A con * peniteutial Me e- 


ditation upon the Merits of | 


Chrift's Sufferings, tranſlated 
from the Latin of t. Gerhard's. 


HE R 
the Glory of the Chriſtian ; and 


the reſt of the humble Soul, conſiſts 


in the bleeding Wounds of a cruci- 
fied Saviour. Our trueſt Life de- 
-pends upon his Death, and our high- 
eſt Honour in his Exaltation. O 


heavenly Father, O God — 


tent, how infinite is thy _— 
how tranſcendent thy Goodne 

"Twas owing to myſelf that I have 
offended thee ; tis owing to thyſelf, 
that thou wilt accept of an Atone- 
meat, and admit of a Reconciliation, 


3 


eproach of the Croſs is 


by | 


Meditation, Kc. 139 
by the mediational Satisfaction of 


my Saviour. 

Vouchſafe therefore, O God, to 
caſt thine Eyes the Sacrifice of 
his Fleſh, that ſo thou mayeſt remit 
the Guilt that proceeds from the De- 
pravity of my own. Regard, I be- 
ſeech thee, the Sufferings of thy be- 
loved Son, and forget the Miſcarri- 
ages of me, thy unworthy Servant. 
My ſtubborn Fleſh has, indeed, pro- 
voked thine Anger; but O! let the 
expiatory Sacrifice of thy Son's Blood, 
melt thee into Pity. Much, 1 con- 
feſs, my Iniquities have deſerved; 
but much more has my Redeemer's 
Righteouſneſs merited for me, and 
the Innocence of his Life ſatisfied 
for the Guilt of mine, For by how 
much greater is God than Man, by 
ſo much does his Goodneſs exceed 
the Bulk of Wickedneſs. Since the 
whole of my Being is thine by Right 
of Creation, grant that it may be 
thine alſo by Right of Aﬀe&ion. 
Thou haſt allowed me the Priviledge 
of Asking, give me alſo the Benefit of 
Receiving. Thou haſt commanded me 
to /eek, grant that I may ind. Thou 

directeſt 
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directeſt me to knock, open to me 
that now do. From thee 1 receive 
the Will to defire, permit me, I be- 
ſeech thee, to obtain the Bleſſing I 
ask. O righteous God! O moſt juſt 
Judge! if I conceal my Tranſgreſſi- 
ons, they will be utterly incurable, 
and if I bring them to Light, they are 
altogether abominable ; they over- 
whelm me with Sorrow, when I re- 
flect upon their Nature; and they 
fill me with Fear, when I — 4 
their End: But do not, I beſeech 
thee, reſtrain thy Mercy, where the 
Miſery i is confeſs'd to be ſo inexpreſ- 
ſibly great; and by how much the 
ſorer the Burthen of my Sins are, 
by ſo much the more let me feel the 
Refreſhments of thy Grace ; that ſo 
the Greatneſs of thy Supplies may 
be anſwerable to the Greatneſs of my 
A Holy Father, let me not, I 
y thee, feel the Weight of thy 
Wrath, fince thou haſt finitten — 
Son for my Tranſgreſſions: Holy 
Jeſus, free me from the Anger of an 
incenſed God, fince thou thyſelf haſt 
bore that very er, in thy Suffer- 
ings on the Croſs : Blefled = 
eld 
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ſhield me, by the inviſible Aid of th 
ghoſtly Conſolation, againſt the Di 
pleaſure of my God, ſince thou haſt 
promiſed, in the Goſpel, Mercy to the 
— and Reſt to * weary and 
beavy-laden Sinner. Holy God, and 
my moſt righteous Judge, I have 
no Place to fly to, where 1 may avoid 
thy Preſence, or ſhelter myſelf from 
the Reach of thy Vengeance. If I 
go up into Heaven, thou art there: 
If I go down into Hell, thou art there 
alſo: If Itake the Wings of the Morn- 
ing, and remain in the uttermoſs Parts 
of the Sea, even there ſhall thy Hand 
lead me, and thy Right Hand ſhall 
bold me. 

To Chriſt then will I fly, and in 
his falutary Wounds will I ſhelter 
myſelf ; and therefore, O merciful 
God, look upon the mangled, wound- 
ed Body of thy Son, and, in that, 
forget thoſe Wounds that my Sins 
have made in me. Let thy Son's 
Blood cleanſe me from all Unrighte- 
ouſneſs, and vouchſafe, I beſcech 
thee, to look upon me through that 
very Son of thy Love: Regard thoſe 
paſſionate Prayers he poured out upon 


the 
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the Croſs, and accept thoſe power. 
ful Interceſſions that he offered up 
for all penitent Sinners. 


Moſt holy Lord! moſt omnipotent | 


Judge when I reflect upon my Life, 
am terrified with the Reflection: 
For when I view it all over, I find, 
upon the ſtricteſt Search J am able 
to make, that it is nothing but Cor- 
ruption, or at beſt, but a void and 
unprofitable Waſte ; or if there be 
any Appearance of Fruitfulneſs in it, 
it is either ſo counterfeit or defective, 
or one way or other attended with 
ſuch a ſenſible Mixture of the Cor- 
ruptible, that it cannot be pleaſing, 
if not, indeed, altogether diſpleaſing 
in thy Sight: So that I mult be 
forced to conclude, that my whole 
Life is finful ; and, upon that Ac- 
count, ſubject to a State of Damna- 
tion; or elſe unprofitable, and ſo not 


to be valued at the Beſt. Nay, why | 


do 1 ſeparate the Unprofitable from 
the Damnable ? ſince if it be the 


Firſt, it cannot eſcape the Rigour of 


the Laſt; it being ſo peremptorily 
declared in the Goſpel, That every 
Tree which bringeth not forth good 

Fruit, 
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Fruit, is caſt into the Fire; and not 
only that Tree which bringeth forth 
evil Fruit, but even that which bears 
none at all, is like to meet with the 
ſame fatal Concluſion. 

The Inſtance of the Goats, placed 


at the Left Hand of the Judge, fills 


me with Terror, when I conſider they 
underwent that Doom, not meerly 
becauſe they had done wickedly, but 
becauſe they neglected to do good. 
"Twas becauſe t neither fed the 
Hungry, nor ſatisfied the Thirſty ; 
neither cloathed the Naked, nor vi- 
fited the Sick: And therefore, when 
from hence I proceed to look into 
myſelf, what ſad Reproach and Self- 
condemnation muſt I be filled with, 
and take upon myſelf this juſt Com- 
plaint! O thou dry and barren Wood, 
fit only for the Fuel of unquenchable 
Fire, what wilt thou anſwer for thy- 
ſelf in that Day, when every minute 
Part of thy Life ſhall be weighed in- 
the Balance of an impartial Juſtice, 
and a ſtrict Enquiry made how it has 
been ſpent? when not a Hair of your 
Head ſhall fall to the Ground, nor a 
Moment of thy 'Time be unaccount- 

| ed 
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ed for? O dreadful Streight! O An- 
guiſh inſupportable! On the one 
Hand, my Sins accuſing ; on the 
other, Juſtice terrifying ! Beneath, 
a gaping Hell, an infernal Lake, rea- 
dy to devour me! Above me, an 
angry God, ready to paſs Sentence ! 
Within me, the hidden Remorſe of 
a ſelf-· accuſing Conſcience! Round 
about me, the material World melt- 
ing into a liquid Conflagration ! And 
in theſe Circumſtances, if the Righ- 
teous ſhall ſcarcely be ſaved, where 
ſhall the Sinner, taken unprepared, 
and laden with Guilt, be able to ap- 
pear? "Twill be impoſſible to be con- 
cealed ; and yet to appear, will be 
altogether intolerable. And now in 
theſe great Exigencies, and Extre- 
mities of Nature, where can I look 
for Help? or what Salvation can I 
expect for my ſinking Soul? What 
Council ſhall I take? what Direction 
ſhall 1 follow? Who, or where is he, 
that is by way of Eminence and Di- 
ſtin&ion ſtiled the Guardian Angel, 
the Almighty Saviour? "Tis 7e/us, 
my Judge, even within whoſe Arms 

I tremble. 


But 
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But take Heart, O my Soul, and 
do not quite deſpair. Hope in him 
whom thou feareſt; fly to him from 
whom thou haſt fled ; and whilſt thou 
art yet in the Way, be reconciled to 
thy dear Redeemer. Bleſſed Feſu / 
according to thy Name, fo be thy 
Mercy. Look upon me, a miſerable 
Supplicant at the Throne of thy 
Grace, who will not ceaſe to call up- 
on thy Name, wherein is Salvation. 
If thou wilt vouchſafe to receive me 
into thy Arms, I know they will not 
be the ſtreighter for thy Ac e 
of me; nor thy Bowels e er the more 
contracted for my Admittance into 
them. I confeſs, O my God, that I 
have deſerved Damnation, nor can 


any Repentance of mine make the 


leaſt Atonement or Compenſation for 
my Sins: But then I know withal, 
that thy Mercy is infinite, and there- 
fore can ſurmount my fouleſt Of- 
fences, and my eſt Provocations. 
In thee, O Lord, is my Confidence ; 
and therefore I beſeech thee, not to caſt 
me from thy Preſence, and ſo ſhall I 
not periſh for ever. 


G of 
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Of the Benefits of onr Lord's 
Paſſion, from the Latin. 


A S often as I fix my Contem- 

plations upon the Sufferings of 
our Lord, ſo often do I entertain 
great Things, both with reſpect to 
the Love of my God, and the Par- 
don of my Sins. Nay, the very Cir- 
cumſtances of my Saviour's Death 
are lively Emblems of his Mercy : 
Inſomuch that when I behold his 


Head reclining on the Croſs, me- 


thinks I ſee him ready to ſalute me. 
When! view his wide expanded Arms, 
they ſeem to me, as in a Poſture to 
embrace me. His open Hands are 
Repreſentations of the Benefits he is 
ready to beſtow upon me; and his 
gaping Side loudly ſpeaks the Ar- 
dour of his Love. He is therefore 
lifted up on high, that he may draw 
all Men to himſelf; and his Wounds 
ſtreamed out with Blood, that we 
Sinners might partake of the Foun- 
tains of living Waters. They look 
black, indeed, with Anguiſh, but oy 

ine 
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ſhine bright in Love; and through 
the Opening of his Wounds, we have 
Acceſs to the Secrets of his Heart ; 
and the Plenty of /ivid Gore plain- 
ly ſhews us, that with him there's 
plenteous Redemption. As the Grape 
that is preſſed in the Wine-preſs, dif- 


fuſes its Juice in Abundance, fo the -- 


Fleſh of Chriſt, labouring under the 
Weight of divine Wrath, and the 
heavy Burthen of our Sins, ſheds 
forth Plenty of Blood to heal our 
Stripes, and to divert the Infliction 
of an offended Juſtice. When Abra- 
bam was about to offer up his Son in 
Sacrifice to the Lord, the Lord ſaid, 
Now know I that thou loveſt me, ſee- 
ing thou haſt not with-beld thy Son, 
thine only Son, from me. And thou 
in like manner, O my Soul, muſt for 
ever acknowledge the unſpeakable 
Love of thy eternal Father, ſince he 
has not /pared bis own Son, but free- 
ly gave him up for us all: So that 
while we were yet Sinners, we were 
reconciled unto God by the Death 
of his Son. Is it poſſible then that 
he ſhould ever forget us, while he 
looks upon us through the Son of his 

G 2 Love? 
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Love? Nay, can he ever forget that 
precious Pledge of his Son's Love, 
the Ranfom of his Blood, when he 
tells us, That Ie puts our Tears into 
his Bottle, and orders every good Man's 
Goings ? Or can Chriſt, the Saviour 
of the World, be ever unmindful of 
thoſe for whom he lives for ever to 
make Iuterceſſion, and for whom he 
did vouchſafe to die? Can he be ever 
forgetful of thoſe in Heaven, for 
whoſe Sake he endured ſuch inex- 
preſſible Tortures upon Earth? 
Conſider then, O my Soul, that 
great Variety of ineffable Advantages 
that accrue to thee upon the very 
Score of thy Saviour's Sufferings. 
Chriſt, our compaſſionate high Prieſt, 
ſweat great Drops of Blood for us in 
his Agony in the Garden, to prevent 
our being overwhelm'd with cold 
deſpairing Sweats in the Hour of 
Death. He ſpontaneouſly contended 
with all the formidable Arrtilleries of | 
Death, that he might ſave us from 
the unexpreſſible Miſeries of eternal 
Death, when we are contending with 
the laſt Agonies of a Temporal one. 
His Soul was exceeding ſorrowful, even 
unto 
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«to Death, that we might live with 
him in Heaven, and be crowned with 
Joy unſpeakable, and full of Glory. 
e ſuffered himſelf to be betrayed 
by a Kiſs, which is the Pledge of 
Love, and the Token of Affection, 
that he might cancel that Guilt x h'ch 
the Devil had brought upon our firſt 
Parents, under the Shew of officious 
Council, and the ſpecious Appear- 
ance of a ſingular Kindneſs. He 
ſubmitted himſelf to be taken and 
bound, and led away as a Malefactor, 
on purpoſe to releaſe us from the 
Chains of Satan, and free us from 
the Miſery of an everlaſting Capti- 
vity. He choſe to enter upon his 
Paſſion in the Garden, that he might 
expiate that original Sin that was 
contracted in the Garden. He was 
ſtrengthened by an Angel, that he 
might make us Angelical, and rank 
us among the Number of the Sons of 
God. He was foriaken by his Diſci- 
ples, that we might, even after our 
ſhameful Relapſe into Sin, be again 
reconciled to God. He was accuſed 
by falſe Witneſſes, before the eu 
Sanbedrim, to prevent Satan's ac- 
cuſing 
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cuſing us before God's Tribunal. 
He was condemned on Earth, that 
we might be acquitted in Heaven, 
when he was accuſed before Pontius 
Pilate as guilty, who never knew 
Sin. He was filent, and opened not bis 
Month, to the Intent that we might 
not be found dumb and ſpeechleſs, 
and utterly inexcuſable, by reaſon of 
our Sins, when we alſo ſhall be ſum- 
mon'd to appear before the Bar of 
God's Juſtice. He was buffeted by 
the rude Rabble, and underwent cru- 
el Mockings, that we might be ac- 
quitted from the Laſhes of Conſci- 
ence and the Buffetings of Satan, 
and fo diſappoint the Malice of that 
ſubtle Adverſary that lies in wait to 
deceive. His Face was covered and 
blindfolded, that he might take away 
the Veil of Sin which intercepts the 
Sight of God from us, and is the 
fatal Cauſe of that inexcuſable Igno- 
rance which leads to a State of eter- 
nal Darkneſs. He was cloathed with 
external Veſtments, that we might 
be cloathed with that Robe of Righ- 
teouſneſs and inward Purity which 


we had loſt by our T 9 
le 
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He was torn with 'T horns and cruel 
Scourges, that he might heal our 
Griefs, and carry our Sorrows. He 
bore the dolorous Weight of the 
Croſs, that he might take off the 
heavy Burthen of that eternal Pu- 
niſhment which was the Deſert of 
our Sins. He thirſted on the Croſs, 
that we might be cheared with the 
refreſhing Dew of divine Grace, and 
be kept from coming into that Place 
of Torments, where we ſhal! in vain 
call for a Drop of Mater to cool our 


parched Tongies. He endured the in- 


cenſed Wrath of an angry God, that 
he might reſcue us from thoſe de- 
vouring Flames which cannot be 
quenched. He cried out for Grief, 
and very Bitterneſs of Soul, on pur- 
poſe to ſave us from eterna] Weep- 
ing, Wailing, and gnaſhing of Teeth. 
He ſhed Plenty of Tears, that he 
might wipe off all Tears from our 
Eyes; and, at laſt, cloſed his Eyes 
in Death, that we might awake to 
Righteouſneſs, and enjoy the Light 
of everlaſting Life. 

Take Courage then, O my Soul, 
and do not either forget the Benefits, 


Or 
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or caſt off thy humble Confidence in 
thy adorable Redeemer : For though 
thou haſt offended againſt an infinite 
Goodneſs, yet remember, that an in- 
finite Price is paid down for the Of- 
fence. 'I hou art, indeed, to be judg- 
ed for thy Iniquities, but he that 
bore the Iniquities of us all, has him- 
ſelf already been judged. If then 
thy Sins deſerve Puniſhment, re- 
member that God has puniſhed them 
in his Son. If thy Wounds are great 
and many, yet they are not ſo nume- 
rous, or incurable, but that they may 
be cancelled and healed by the pre- 
cious Balſam of the Blood of Chriſt. 
Moſes, indeed, has pronounced a 
Curſe upon thee, for not obſerving all 
things that were written in the Book 
of the Law; but Chriſt is become a 
Curſe for thee, and the Hand-writing 


d 
| 


| 


that was againſt thee, is nailed to the 
Croſs, and blotted out by the Laver | 


of thy Saviour's Blood. Moſt juſtly 
therefore, ſweeteſt Jeſus ] may I look 


: 


upon thy Paſſion and Death, as the | 
laſt beſt Refuge of my depending Soul, | 


Gloria Deo. 
8 


